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As I ſat at my ſpinning wheel, iS; 

A Daun of hope my ſoul revives, - | 

As walking forth to view the plain, 

A friend of mine came here yeſtreen, YAR 
All in the Downs the fleet was moor'd, 
As Patie came up frac the glen, 


A term full as long as the ſiege of old Troy, 68 


An eld woman clothed in grey, 72 
A zs after noon, one ſummer's day, 9s... 
As thro” the green meadow I chanced to paſs — 
Alas! my ſon, you little know, 82 
HBlithe young Beſs to Jean did ſay, 22 
Dy ſmooth winding Tay a ſwain was reclining, 25 
By the gayly circling glaſs, 34 
Beneath a green ſhade I fand a fair maid, 43 
Beneath a green ſhade, a lovely young (wain, 62 
3 Bright plory's a trifle, and ſo is ambition, 67 
"Believe my ſighs, my tears, my dear, — 
2 Come, gies a ſang, the lady cry'd, N 
-- Ceaſe, rude Boreas, bluſt'ring rajler, 14 
Come ye Jads who wiſh to ſhine, \ 10 
| Come, cheer up, my lads tis to honour we ſteer, 63 
Come haſte to the wedding, 8 8 86 
Come, jolly Bacchus, god of wine, 92 
Dowu by yon ſhady grove, = IN 
Down the burn and thro” the mead, 56 
Doe'il take the wars that hurried Billy from me, 64 
For therlack of gold ſhe's left —_ 2 
. Gin ye meet a bonny laſſie, 5 24 
Gin 1 had a wee houſe and a canty wee fire, 80 
Guardian angels now protect me, We £5 = 
Hers's to the maiden of baſhful fifteen, 13 
| Hew can you, lovely Nancy, thus rueily light, 35 
Hear me, ye pymphs, ang: * ſwain, 49 


Happy's 


1 N D EEE. 


Happy's the love which meets return, a: 40 
How imperffect is expreſſion, is 5s 
Hey the bonny Jocky, :; „„ JO. 
Here's a health to the jolly wood. cutter, 103 
In April when primroſes paint the ſweet plain, 98 
In wine there is all that in life you can name, 33 
I winna marry ony man but Sandy o er the lee, $7 
In pennance for paſt folly, 65 
Pve heard a lilting at our ewes milking | 
I've ſeen the ſmiling of fortune, beguiling, - 7 
In winter when the rain raia'd nates $F-- - 


It was dawn in yon meadow, 


9 
In Dublin there lives a 2 man it is s ſpoken, 102 
I'm ſorry, dear brethren, I'm forc'd to 2 tees 


Jocky ſaid to Jeany, Jeany, wilt thou do't, 44 
Lathe lend me your bras hemp heckle, 34 | 
Love's goddeſs in a inyrtle grove, „ 
Let's be jovial fill our plaſles, 4c x 2 

Let the grave and the gay, : ie 65 


M/ Jeany and I have toil d, | 
My temples with cluiters of grapes PII entwine, 
My Patie is a lover gay, | | 

My ſweeteſt May, let love incline thee, — . 
My ſweet pretty Mog, you're as ſoft as a bogy 7. 
My days have been ſo wond'rous free, 

Merry may the maid be, 

Not drunk nor yet ſober, but brother to voin, 
Nancy's to the green wood gane, 6 
No flow'r that blows is like this roſe, 

On Ettrick banks, in a ſummer's day, 
O Sandy why leaves thou thy Nelly to mourns 
O Beily Bell and Mary Gray, 

One morning very early, 

O bonny laſs will ye ly in a barrack, 

Rob's jock came to woo our yy 

Some talk ot Alexander, 


Sure a lals in her bloom, at the age of nineteen, 70 


Sweet Aunie frae the ſea- beach came, 80 
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| Page. 4 
Says Plato, why ſhould man be vain, | do 1 > 
Since wedlock's in vogue, | 91 


Since times are ſo bad, I muſt tell thee ſweet-heart, 103 
The yellow hair'd laddie ſat down on yon brae, 8 
Tie meal was dear thort ſyne, | Ii 
The ſummer it was ſmiling, 21 
The laſt time I came o'er the muir, 43 
This is no mine ain houſe, Tl 54 
The man who, for life, is plagu'd with a wife, 57 
That man who, for life, is bleſs'd with a wife, 37 


The ſmiling morn, the breathing ſpring, 6c 
The ecchoing horn calls the ſportſman abroad, 63 
To be merry and wiſe is a proverb of old, 75 
The dufky night rides down the ſky, ib. 8 
The wheel of life is turning quickly round, 73 
The ſhepherd Adonis being weary'd with ſport, 81 
There wat a jovial miller once, 90 OY 
There was a jovial beggar, he had a wooden leg, 94 | 
The bird that hears her neſtling cry, 10T : 
With the man that I love was 1 deſtin'd to dwell, 13 
When the ſheepare in the fauld, and the ky at hame, 20 
Will ye go to the ew-bughts, Marion, 20 Ti 
When I think on this warld's pelf, 1 
Wich broken words and downcalt ey es, 38 What 
What numbers ſhall the muſe repeat, 39 Fo 
When innocent paſtime our pleaſure did crown, 40 Let v 
Where wad bonny Ann ly, | 41 Whip 
What beauties does Flora diſcloſe, 46 || Lery 
When trees did bud, and fields were green, 47 To 
When Britain firit, at heaven's command, 34 [et w 
Why heaves my fond boſom ? ah what can it mean, 59 To ſp: 
Welcome, welcome, brother debtor, 93 And c 
When our valiant anceſtors didedaud in this iſle, 96 The 
Willy was a wanton wag, 97 | 
Young Roger of the mill, | 29 Tulloc 
Young ſeamen that croſs o'er the main, 92 | it gar 
moſs | | s And o 
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. TULLCCHGORUM 
ME, gie's a ſang, the Lady cry'd, 
And lay your di iſpures all afide, — 


What Gpnifies? t for folks to chide- 
For what's been done before them? 
Let Whig and Tory all agree, 
Whip and Tory, Whig and Tory, 
Let Whig and Tory all agree, 
To drop their whipmegmorum: 
Let whig and Tory all agree, 
To ſpend this night with mirth and 7 
And chearfu' (ing alang wi' me 
The reel of Tullochgorum. 


Tullochgorum's my delight, + "AG 
It gars us a' in ane unite „ 
And ony ſumph that keeps up ſpite, ABEL 
In conſcience I abhor him. Rae IG, 
A Blithe 
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2 A COLLECTION 
Blithe and merry we's be a, MINDY R 
Slithe and merry, blithe and merry, | P 
Blithe and merry we's be a', R 
To make a chearfu' quorum, 
Blithe and merry we's be a“, N 
Ar lang's we ha'e a breath to draw U 
And dance, *till we be like to fa', A 
The reel of Tullochgorum. 


| There needs na be ſac great a phraſe HT B 


Wi' dringing dull Italian lays, . N 


I wadna gi'e our ain Strathſpeys | M 

For half a handred (core o'em: | 
They're douff and dowie at the beſt, M 
Douff and dowie, douff and dowie D 
They re douff and dowie at the beſt, | M. 

Wi' a' their variorum: | 

bH They're douff and dowie at the beſt, a M. 
Their allegros, and a' the reſt, : An 
| They canna pleaſe a Highland taſte, W 


Sour and ſulky, ſour and ſulky; 
Shall we ſae ſour and ſulky fir, 


1 Sͤhall we ſae ſour and ſulky fit, - 
Wi' neither ſenſe, nor mirth, nor wit! 


May choiceſt bleſſings ſtill attend 
Each honeſt-hearted open friend, 


— * 2 
* 
„ hen wo 
* — 2 
> 
” » 


Compar'd. wi' Tullechgorum 


2 Let warldly minds themſelves oppreſ: | 
8 . A 


Wi fear of want, and double ce 
And filly ſauls themſelves diſtreſs 
Wi' keeping up decorum: 

Shall we ſae ſour and fulky ſit, 


Like auld Philoſophorum ? 


And canna rife to ſhake a fit 
At the reel of Tullochgorum. 


And calm and quiet be his end, | 3 
De all that's goed before him! ö 


4 
y | Minny, yon man makes but a moek. 


And may he never want a groat 


May dole and ſorrow be his chance, 


OF CHOICE SONGS. 
May peace and plenty be his lot, 
Peace and plenty, peace and plenty ; 
May peace and plenty be his lor, 
And dainties a' great ſtore oem 
May peace and plenty be his lot, 
Unſtain'd by any vicious blot ; 


*. 


That's fond of Tullochgorum. 


But for the diſeontented fool, 

Who wants to be oppreſſion's too], 

May envy gnaw his rotten ſoul, 
And blackeſt fends devour him! 


— ——— OE IA : NC 
. . „ Fu r 4 ; = n . 

PWR bs r e 

— 4 4 * + N PR > * _ * 43 ey 
_ e —— 2 A = . 
—— as — — nth — — Wy — — ada — 

— 2444... — — — — - 3 - a = — - 
K * K 
1 thy p 9 0 "4 


— 


41 
THE. 
wt: 4 
k 20 
$ | 
N { 
N 0 * 
l 
N 
F'Y 
1 
' 
* 4 


Dole and ſorrow, dole and ſorrow, 

May dole and forrow be his chance, 
And honeſt ſouls abhor him! 

May dole and ſorrow be his chance, 

And a' the ills that come frac France, 

Whoe'er be he that winna dance 
The reel of Tullochgorum. 


R O B's JOCK. 


O B's Jock came to woo our Jenny, 
On ae feaſt-day, when we were fou; 
She brankit her faſt, and made her.bonny, 
And ſaid, Jock came ye here to woo? 
She burniſt her baith breaſt and brow, 
And made her clear as ony clock: 
Then ſpake her dame, and ſaid, I trow- 
Ye came to woo our Jenny, Jock. 


Jock aid, forſuith, I yearn fu? fain 
To luk my head; and fit down by you : 
Then ſpak ber minny, and ſaid again, 1 
My bairn has tocher enough to gie you. 1 
Tehee l quo' Jenny, kick, kick, I ſee yo | 
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Deil hae the liars—fu' leis me o you, 
I come to woo your Jenny, quo” Jock. 


My bairn has tocher of her awin ; 
A gooſe, a pryce, a cock and hen, 
A ſtirk, a ſtaig, an acre ſawin, | > 
A bake-bread and a bannock- ſtane; „ 
A pig, a pat, a kirn there- ben, : 1 
A kame but, and a kaming-ſtock 3 | 
With coags and luggies nine or tenz 
Come ye to woo our Jenny, Jock? 


A wecht, A peet-creel, and a cradle, 

A pair of clips, a grape, a flail, 
An ark, an ambry, and a ladle, 45. 
A milſie, and a ſowen- pale, 

A ruſty whittle to ſheer the kail, 

And a timber mell the beer ts knock, 

Twa fſheifs made of an auld fir- dale: 
Come ye to woo our Jenny, Jock? 


A furm, a furlet, and a peck, 

A rock, a reel, and a wheel-band, 

A tub, a e and a ſeck, | 
A ſpurtle braid, and an el wand. 

- _ » Then Jock took Jenny by the hand, 
> And cry'd, a feaft } and flew a coal, 

And made a bridal vpo' land. 

: Now 1 hae got your Jenny, quo Jock. 


Now dame, 1 hae your doghter : marri'd, 

: And though you mak? it ne'er ſae tevgh, 

| TT Het you wit {.:e's-nae miſcarry'd, 

Tis weel kend I hae gear enough: 

An auld gaw'd gloy'd fell o'er a heugh, 
A ſpade, a ſpeet, a ſpur, a ſock ; 

Withoutten owſen I hae a pleugh ; " 

May that nae ſer your Jenny ? quo' Jock · e 


A treen trancher, a ram horn ſpoon, 3 Iſai 
Twa nr of barkint Baur leather. 0 e 1 
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OF CHOICE SONGS, 5 
& graith that gangs to coble ſhoon, 
And a thraweruik to twine a tether ; 
Twa crooks that moup amang the heather, 
A pair of branks, and a fetter-lock, 
A teugh purſe made of a ſwines blather, 
To haud your tocher, Jenny, quo? Jock, 


Good elding for our winter fire, 
A cod of caff wad fill a cradle, 

A:rake of iron to clat the byre, 

A deuk about the dubs to paddle, - 3 
The pannel of an auld led - ſaddle, 2 

and Rob my eem hecht me a ſtock, 8 
Twa luſty lips to lick a ladle; 

May thir na gane your Jenny ? quo? Jock. 

A pair of hems and brechim tine, 

And, without bitts, a bridle-renzie; 

A ſark-made of the-Jinkſome twine, 5 7 
A gay green <cloke that will not ſtenzies = 
Mair yet in ſtore— I needna fenzie, 

Five hundred flaes, a fendy flock ; 

And are na thae a wakrife menzie, 

To gae to bed wi Jenny and Jock ? 


Tak thir for my part of the feaſt, | 
It is well kend I am well bodin: N 
Te needna ſay my part is leaſt, | 
Wer they as meikle as they'r lodin. 
The wife ſpeer'd gin the kail were ſodin $: 
Whan we hae done, tak hame the brok; _ 
The roaſt was teugh as raploch hodin, 
With which they feaſted Jenny and Jock. 
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The TANK ARD of ALE. Fe: PD He ; 
NY drunk-nor yet ſober, bot brother to both, :3 
1 met a young man upon Aleſbury Vale, Ml 
J ſaw by his face; that he was in good cafe, _ 
To go and ſhake hands with tankard-of ale. 
Laru la re, laru, &. I ſaw dy his face, &c. e 4 | ; | 
| A 3. Theres 
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There's the hedger that works in the ditches all day, | Th 
And labeurs fo hard at the plough- tail; 


j He'll talk of great things, about princes and kings, Ye! 
1 When once he ſhakes hands with a tankard of ale. 
11 Laru la re, laru, &c. He'll talk, &c, 8 = 
1 There? s che beggar that begs, without any legs, Yo! 
She has ſcarce got a rag for to cover her tail $104 i 
5 She's as merry in rags as 4 miſer with bags, "| Yo 
by When once ſhe ſhakes bands with a tankard of ale; \ 
j} Laru la re, laru, &c. She's as, &c. 4 
WO There's the widow who buried her huſband of late, Th 
» Has ſcarcely forgot how to weep and to wail, = 2 
But thinks every day ten, till ſhe's marry'd again, Th 
4 When onee the ſhakes hands with a tankard of ale, ] 
| | Laru la re, laru, &c. But thinks, &c, 
1 There's the old pariſh Vicar, when be's in's liquor, pro 
J He merrily doth og bis pariſhoners rail! ( 
1 E: - Come pay up your tythes, or Fil kiſs all your wives, Fro 
When once he ſhakes hands with a pot of good ale. 1 
| 6-7 Laru Ja re, laru, &c. Come pay, &c. 


There s the old Parſon's Clerk, his eyes are ſo dark, 
And the letter ſo ſmall he fcarcely can tell, 
But he can tell each letter, and ſing the pſalms better, 
When once he ſhakes hands with a pot of good ale.“ 

Laro la re, laru, & c. But he can tell, &c. 


There's the black - ſmith by Rae vg a jolly briſk blade, | 
Pries, fill up the bumper, dear hoit from the pail; 
So chearful he'll fing, and make the houſe ring, 
When once he ſhakes hands with a tankard of ale. 
Lary la re, laru, &c. So chearful, &c. 
There's the tinker you ken, cries old kettles to mend, 
4 With his budget, and hammer to drive in the nail, 
Will ſpend a whole crown, at one fitting down, 
When once he thakes hands with a tankard of ale. 
Laru la re, * & c. Will ſpend, & c. 2 DE 
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There's ſome jolly wives, love drink as their lives, 


Fler ſkin was white as milk : 


OF CHOICE SONGS. 7 
There's the maſon brave John, that carver ot ſtone, 
The Maſter's grand ſecret be'l} never reveal; 
Yet bow merry is he, with a lais on his kneeeʒ 
W hen once he ſhakes hands with a tankard of ale, 
Laru la re, laru, &c. Yet how merry, &. 


You maids of the game, pray do me not blame, 
Tho? your private practice in public I tell; 
Young Bridget and Nell, to kiſs will not fail, 
When once they ſhake hands with a tankard of ale. 
Laru Ja re, laru, Ke. Young Bridget, &c. 
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dear neighbours but mind the ſad thread of my tale, 

Their huſbands they Il horn as ſure's they were born, 
If once they ſhake hands with a fankard of ale. 
Laru la re, larn, &c. Their huſbands, &c. 


From wrangling or jangling, and ev'ry ſuch ſtrife, 
Or any thing elſe that may happen to fall, | 
From words comes to blows and ſharp bloody noſe,  .' 
But friends again over a tankard of ale. 
Laru la re, laru, &c, From words, &. 


WHAT's THAT TO YOU. 
M Y Jeany and I have toil'd 2 5% of — 


The live- lang ſummer day, e * 
Till we almoſt were ſpoil'd arr 
At making of the hay : 
Her kurchy was of holland clear, 
Ty'd on her bonny brow, 
I whiſper'd ſomething in her ear; 
But what's that to you ? 


Her ſtockings were of Kerſy green, e 
Az tight as ony ſilk: 3 : 
O ſic a leg was never ſeen, 
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"= 4 COLLECTION 
Her hair was black as ane could wiſh, 


And ſweet, ſweet was her mou, 


Oh! Jeany daintily can, kiſs ;. 


But what's that to you? _. 


The roſe and lily baith combine, 
To make my Jeany fair, 

There is nae benniſon like mine, 
I have amaiſt nae care; 

Only I fear my Jeany's face, 
May cauſe mae men to rue, 

And that may gar me ſay, alas! 
But what's that to you ? 


Conceal thy beauties if thou can 
Hide that ſweet face of thine, 

That I may only be the man 
Enjeys theſe looks divine, 

O do not proſtitute, my dear, 

Wonders to common view, 


| 5 2nd with faithful heart ſhall ſ weary. 


For ever to be true. 


King Solomon had wives enew, , 
And mony a concubine; 

But I enjoy a bliſs mair true, 
His joys were ſhort of mine; 


| And Jeany's happier than they, 


She ſeldom wants her due, 


x All debrs of love to ber I'll 77 
And what's that to youT 7] 2 
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The auld: Yellow-hair'd Laddie, | 


HE Nabe N laddie ſat Jong on Yon 8 


| Crim. Milk the ews, laſhe, let nane of them 20 
And ay ſhe milked, and ay ſhe ſang, 


The yeilow-hair'd Jaddie ſhall be my Boodman. 
And 35 ſhe milked, &, 


The | 


OF.CHOICE SONGS. 
The weather is cauld and my claithing is thin; 
The ews are new clipped, they winna bught in: 
They winna bught in tho? I ſhow'd die, 
O yellow-hair'd laddie, be kind to me: 
They winna bught in, ke. 


The good wife cries but the hauſe, Jenny, come ben, 
The cheeſe is to make, and the butter's to kirn: | 
Tho? butter, and cheeſe, and a? ſhou'd four, _ 

I'll crack and kiſs wi' my love ae ha'f hour: 
It's ae ha'f hour, and we's e'en mak it three, _ 
For the yellow hair*dJaddie my huſband (hall be. 
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1 April when primroſes paint the ſweet plain, i 
And ſummer approaching rejoiceth the ſwain..-/ 


The yellow-hair'd laddie would often times go 
To wilds and deep glens where the hawthorn trees 


— 


grow. 


There, under the ſhade of an old ſacred thorn, 
With freedom he ſung his love ev'ning and morn; 
He ſang with fo ſaft and enchanting a ſounld, 
That ſylvans and fairies unſeen dance around, ER 

The ſhepherd thus ſung, The' young Maya be fair? 
Her beauty is daſh'd with a ſcornfu' proud air; 
But Suſie was handſome, and ſweetly cou'd ſing; ET. 
Her breath like the breexhperfum'd in the ſprinn- 


Thus Maddie in all the gay bloom of her youth, | 
Like the moon was unconſtanf, and never ſpoke truth; 
But Suſie was faithful, good humour and free, 
And fair as the goddeſs that ſprung from che ſea. 
That mamma's fine daughter, withall her x eat do wer, 


* 


Ks 


Was aukwardly airy, and frequently fowr ; 
Then, ſighing, he wiſhed ,wou'd parents agree, 
The witty ſweet Suſie his miſtreſs might be. 
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The Lovely Laſs and her Spinniag · Wheel. N 


A I ſat at my ſpinning-wheel, 
A bonny lad was paſſing by: 


I view'd him round and lik'd him weel, 
For trouth he had a glancing eye, 


My heart new panting *gan to feel, 
But ſtill I turn'd my ſpinning- wheel. 


With looks all kindneſs he drew near, 
And ſtill mair lovely did appear; 
And round about my flender waiſt 
He claſp'd his arms, and me embrac'd : 


To kiſs my hand, ſyne down did kneel, 
As I ſat at my ſpinning-wheel, 


My milk-white hands he did extol, 


And prais'd my fingers long and ſmall, . 
And ſaid, there was nae lady fair 
That ever could with me compare. 


-— Theſe words into my heart did ſteal, 


But {till I turn'd my ſpinning- wheel. 


Altho' I ſeemingly did chide, 


Yet he wad never be deny d, 


But ſtill declar'd his love the mair, 


Uatil my heart was wounded fair : 


That I my love cou'd ſcarce conceal, 


Ter (till I turn'd my ſpinning-wheel. 


My hanks of yarn, my rock and reel, 


My winnels and my ſpinning-whee]; 


He bid me leave them all with ſpeed, 
And gang with him to yonder mead; 


My yielding heart ſtrange flames did feel, 


Tet ſtill I turn'd my ſpinning- wheel. 


About my neck his arms he laid, 
And whiſper'd, Riſe, my bonuy maid, 
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And with me to yon hay-cock go, 
i'll teach thee better work to do. 


In trouth I loo'd the motion weel, 
And Joot alane my ſpinning-wheel. 


Amang the pleaſant cocks of hay, 
Then with my bonny lad I lay ; 


What laſſie, young and ſaft as I, 


nd 


Cou'd fic a handſome lad deny? 
Theſe pleaſures I cannot reveal, 
They far ſurpaſt the ſpinning-wheel, 


MAGGY's TOCHER. 


To its ain Tune. 


1 was dear ſhort ſyne, 


We buckl'd us a' the gither; 

And Maggy was in her prime, 

When Willy made courtſhip till her: 
Twa piſtal's charg'd begueſs, | 
To gie the courting ſhot ; 9 
And ſyne came ben the laſs, 7 
Wi' ſwats drawn frae the bott, 
He firſt ſpeer'd at the guidman, 

And ſyne at Giles the mither, 

An' ye wad pt's a bit land, 

We'd buckle us e'en the gither. 


My doghter ye ſhall hae, 
I']] gi'e you her by the hand; 


[Bur I *I part wi” my wife, by my fae, 


Or I part wi* my land. 
Your tocher it ſall be good, 
There's nane ſall hae its maik, 


| The laſs bound in her ſnood, 


And Crummie who kens her ſtake : 
With an auld bedden of claiths, 

Was left me by my mither, 
They're jet black o'er wi' flaes, 

e may cuddle in them the gither- 1 
. Li 
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Te ſpeak right well, guidman, 
But ye maan mend your hand, 


And think o' modeſty, 


wa, po 
FL 


Gin Ye'll not quat your land: 
We are but voung, ye ken, 

And now we're gawn the gither, 
A houſe is butt and ben, 

And Crummie will want her fother. 
The bairns are coming on, 
And they'll cry, O their mither ! 
We have nouther pat nor pan, 

But four bare legs the gither. 


Your tocher's be good enough, 
For that you need na fear, 
Tua good ſtilts to the pleugh, 
And ye yourſel maun ſteer: 
- Ye ſhall hae twa good pocks, 
That anes were o' the tweel, 
The tane to had the grots, 

The tither to had the meal: 
Wir an auld kiſt made o' wands, 
And that ſall be your coffer, 

Wi aiken woody bands, 
And that may haud your tocher, 


| Conſider well, goidman, 


We hae but borrow'd gear, 
The horſe that J ride on 

Is Sandy Wilſon's mare: 
The ſaddle” s nane of my ain, 

And thae's but borrow'd boots, 
And whan that I gang hame, 

1 maun take to my coots : 
The cloak is Geordy Watt's, 

That gars me look ſae crouſe ; 
Come fill us a cogue of ſwats, _ 

We'll make nae mair toom rule. 


J like you well, young lad, 
E or * me ſae in, 5 


Retr 
More 


Let t 
To w 
J yiel 
Inſen! 


H 


Here's 
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T married when little I had 
O' gear that was my ain. 
But ſin that things are ſae, 
The bride ſhe maun come forth, 
Tho? a' the gear ſhe'll] hae, 
Itl] be but little worth. 


A barpain it maun be, 
Fy Cry on Giles the mither ; 
Content am I, quo ſhe, 
E'en gar the jilt come hither. 
The bride ſhe pade to lier bed, 
The bridegroom he came till her: 
The fidler crap in at the fit, | 
And they cudl'd it a' the gither. 


The Pleaſares of Rural Love, 


Ith the man that I love, was J deſtin'd to dwell 
On a mountain, a muir, ina cot, in a cell; 
Retreats the moſt barren, molt deſert, would be g 
More plesfing than courts, or a palace, to me. 


Let the vain, and the venal, in wedlock aſpire 

To what folly eſteems, and the vulgar admire; 
yield them the bliſs, where their wiſhes are plac'd, 
Inſenſible creatures! tis all they can taſte, 


The GENERAL TOAST. 


ER E's to the maiden of baſhful ſifteen, ; 
F Likewiſe to the widow of fifty; 3 
Here's to the bold and extravagant quean, 
And here's to.the houſe-wife that's thrifty. 
Let the toaſt paſs, drink to the laſs, 
I warrant ſhe'll prove an excuſe for the glaſs. - 
Let the toaſt pals, &c. 


B Here? - 
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Here's to the maiden whoſe dimples we prize, 
Likewiſe to her that has none Sir, 
Here's to the maid with a pair of black eyes, 
And here is to her that's but one Sir 
Let the toaſt paſs, dr ink to the laſs, &c, 


Here“ s to the maid with a boſom of ſnow, 
And to her that's as brown as a berry ; 
And here's to the wife with a face full of woe, 
find here's ro the pirl that is merry. 
Let the toaſt paſs, drink to the laſs, &c. 


Let her he clumſey or let her be flim, 
Young or ancient, I care not a feather, 
. So fl] the pint bumper quite up to the brim, 
And een let us toait them together. 
Let the toaſt paſs, drink to the _ &c, 


THE TEMPEST, 


Eaſe, rude Boreas, Wan- ring railer, 
Liſt' ye landmen all to me; 
Meſs-mates, bear a brotber ſailor 
Sing the dangers of the fea, | 
From bounding billows, firſt in motion, 
When the diſtant whirlwinds rite, 
To the tempeſt troubled ocean, 
When the ſeas contend with ſicies. 


Hark ! the boatſwain hoarſely bawling, 

By top ſail ſheets and hallyards ſtand ; 
Down top-gallants, quick, be hawling, 

Down your ſtay-ſails, hand, boys, hand. 

Now it freſhens, ſet the braces, 

I The lee top-ſail ſheets let go; 

| Lvff, boys, luff, don't make wry faces, 

Up your top- ſails nimbly clew. 


Now all you on down beds ſporting, 
Fondly tock'd *twixt beauty's arms, 


wk 


—  — no”. 
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Freſh enjoyment, winton courting, 
Safe from all but love's alarms, 
Around us roars the tempeſt Jouder 
Think what fears our minds enthral ; 


Harder yet, it yet blows harder, 
Now again the boatſwain's call. 


The top fail. yards point to the wind, boy 8, 
See all clear to reef each courſe 

Let the fore-ſheet go, don't mind, boys, 
Tho? the 8 4 ſhould be worſe, 

Fore and aft the ſpritſaii yard get, 
Reef the mizen, fee all clear: 

Hands up, each preventer- brace ſet, 
Man the fore-yard ; cheer, lads, cheer, 


Now the dreadful thunder's roaring ! 
Peals on peals contending claſh! 
On our heads fierce rain ſalis pouring, 
In our eyes blue lightning flaſh, 
One wide water all around us, 
All above but one black ſky! 
Diff®rent deaths at once ſurround us, 
Hark ! what means you dreadful cry ? 


15 


The foremaſtos gone, cries every tongue out; p 


O'er the lee, twelve feet *beve deck! 
A leak beneath the cheſtree's ſprung out, 
Call all hands to clear the wreck. 
Quick the lanyards cut to pieces, 
Come, my hearts, be (tout and bold; 
Plumb the well, the leak encreaſes, 
Four feet water's ia the hold! 


While o'er the ſhip the wild waves heating, 
We for wives and children mourn : 
Alas from hence there's no retreating, 
Alas ! ts them there's no return! | 
Still rhe leak is gaining on us, 
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Heav'n haye mercy here upon us! 
Only HE can ſave us now. 


On the lea- beam is the land, boys, 
Let the guns o'er board be thrown ; 
To the pumps come ev? ry hand, boys, 
See! her mizen miſt is gone. 
The leake we've found, it cannot pour faſt, 
We've lightned her a foot or more; 
Then up and rig a jury fore-maſt, 


Now, once more, on joys we're thinking, 
Since kind Fortune's ſav'd our lives; 
Come, the cann, boys, let's be Sinking 
to our ſwert-bearts and our wives, _ 
Fill it up, about ſhip wheel it, 
Cloſe to your lips the brimmer j join. 
Where's the tempeſt now ? who feels it? 
None; — our danger's drown'd i iu wine. 


CHARGE THE MUSKE T. 


| To, OME ye Jade who wich to ſhine 
Bright in future ſtory, 
1 Hage 10 arms and form the line : 
bat Jeadsto martial glory, 
{ Charge the muſket, point the lance, 
Brave the worlt of dangers, 

Tell the bluſiering ſons of France, 

That we to ſear are ſtrangers, 


Britein, en the lion's rouz'd 
And her flag is rearing, 
Always find her fons diſpos'd 
To drub the foe that's daring. 
Charge the muſket, &c. 


Hearts of oak. with. ſpeed advance, | 
NEO, your naval thunder | 


— ˙˖ — <er 


She's right, ſhe's right, boys, we're off ore. 
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Beat the drum, the trumpet ſound, 
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On the trembling ſhores of France, 
And itrike the world with wonders 
Charge the muſket, &c. 


Honour ſor the brave to ſhare 
Is the nobleſt booty ; 
Guard your coaſts, protect the fair, 
For that's a Briton's duty, 
Charge the muſket, &c. 


Now, ſince Spain, to take their parts, 
Form a baſe alliance, 
All uaite, and Britiſh hearts 
May bid the world defiance, 
Charge the muſker, &c, 


Manly and united; | 
Danger face, maintain your ground, 
And fee your country riguted. 

Charge the muſket, dc. 


The BATITIsR GRENAPDIER S. 
8 O ME talk of Alexander, 


And ſome of Hercules, 
Of Hector and Ly ſander, 
And ſuch great men as theſe ; 
But all the world acknowledges, 
True valour belt appears, 
With a tow, row, row, row, roW, ros, 
Brave Britith Grenadiers. | 


Theſe ancients of antiquity, 
Ne'er ſaw a cannon bail; 
Nor knew the force of powder,, 
To flay their foes withel : 
But braver boys have known it, 
And banith'd all their fears, 
With a tow, row, row, row, row, row, 
Brave Brita Grenadiers | 2 


2 
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When we receive the orders, 3 | } 
To ſtorm their palliſadoes 
Our leaders march with fazees, _ | 1 


and we with hand grenadoes, 

Wie tols them from the glacis, 
Amongſt our en'mies ears, 

With a tow, row, row, row, row, row, 
Brave Britiſh Grenadiers, 


Then Jove the god of thunder, : Y 
And Mars the god of war; 1 

Rough Neptune with his trident, | | 

Apollo in his car: 

And all the gods celeſtial, , I 

Deſcendipg from their ſpheres, a; | 


Behold with admiration, 
Brave Britiſh Grenadiers, 


Port be you Whig or Tory, - 
Or any other thing, | | 
I'd have yon {till remember, 

T' obey great George our king; 
For if you prove rebcilious, Sos v 
We'll thunder in your ears, | - 
With a tow, row, row, row, row, row, . 
Brave Britiſh Grenadiers. 


— 


H 


And when the ſiege is over, 

We to the town repairs, 
The citizens cry, huzaa, 

Here come the Grenadiers: 


Here come the Grenadiers, boys, 

Without e'er dread or fear, | 
With a tow, row, row, row, row, row = I un 
Brave Britiſh Grenadiers. Zu 
? be fill us vp a bumper; To 5 - | Ye 
And Jet us drink to thoſe, | | I 
Who carry caps and pouches, . Fo 
And wear the laced clothes, BEIT LS © 3 
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May they and their commanders, 
Live happy many years, — 
With a tow, row, row, row, row, * 
Brave nin Grenadiers, 


The Dawn of Hort: 


Dawn of hope my ſoul revives, 
And banithes deipair z 
If yet my deareft Damon lives, 
Make nim, ye gods, your cares 


Difpel theſe gloomy ſhades of night, . 
My tender grief remove; - 
Oh! ! ſend ſome cheering ray of light, 
And guide me to my love. f 


Thus, in a ſecret friendly ſhade, * 
The penſive Celia mourn'd, | 
While courteous Echo lent hes aid, 
And ſigh for ſigu return'd, 


W hen ſudden, Damon's well-known face 
Each” rifing fear difarms ; 

He, eager, ſprings to her embrace, 
She links into his arms. 


— 


The ThIISTING Lover, 


MP temples with cluſters of grapes Pl entwine,. 
And barter all joys for a goblet of wine; 

In ſearch of a Venus no longer l'Il run, 

But ſtop and forget her at Bacchus's tun. 


Yet why this reſolve to relinquiſh the Hinz. 
"Tis a folly with ſpirits like mine to defpy N 
For what mighty charms can be found in 498 


| wot not fill'd· to the health of ſome favourite Jas * 
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Fis woman whoſe charms ev ry rapture impart, - Ry 
And lend a new ſpiing to che pulfe of the hearts Th 
The mifer himſelf (o ſapreine is her (way) An 
Grows à convert to love. and reſizus her his key. 
At the ſound of her voice, Sorrow lifts ap her head, She 
And Poverty liitens well pleas'd from her ſhade; So 
While Age, in an extacy, nubbiing along, i An 
Beats time with his Cruich io the tune of ner ſong, p 
Then bring me a goblet from Bacchus's hoard, WI 
Tie largeſt and decpeſt, that ſtands on the boards J1 (7; 
III fill up a bri:nmer, and drink to the fair; Til 
Tis the toaſt of a lover, aad pledge me who dare? p 
We 
| OE, | | FE vw 
Avid ROBIN GRAY, Ane 
1 


V HEN the ſheep are in the fauld, and the ky at, Ta 
VS Ang a' the Warld to flezp are gane; (hame, B l 
The waes of my heart fa's in ſhawers frae my ee, 1 
When my guidman lies ſound. by me. | 


— 


' Young Jamie lo'ed me lang, and he ſought me for 

But, ſaving a crown, he had naething beſide; Fg 
To make that crown a pounl, my Jamie went to ſea ; 
And the crown and the pound were baith for me. 


He hadna' been awa' a week but only twa, Bur 
When my mither ſhe fell lics, and the cow was ſown 
„ A 5 L 
My father brake his arm, and my Jamie was at ſea, The 
And auld Robin Gray came a courting me. Ry 

| | + a 
My father cou'dna work, and my mither cou'daa ſpin, || . 1 


I toib'd day and night, but their bread I coud'na Win; 

Auld Rob maintain'd them baith, and, wy tears in 

e i e e, | e $40 n ) 
Said, Jenny, for their ſakes, O marry me. 
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My heart it ſaid nay, I wiſh'd for Jamie back, 
But the wind ir blew high, and the ſhip it was a wreck ; 
The ſhip it was a wreck, why didna' ſeany diet” 
And why do 1 live to ſay, waes me! 


Auld Robin argu'd fair, tho' my mither didna ſpeak, 
She look'd in my face till my heart was like to break ; 
So they gied him my hand, tho' my heart was in the ſea, 
And auld Robin Gray is a guidman to me. 


I hadnz*-been a wife a week but only four, 
When fitting fac mournfully at the door, 
I ſaw my Jamie's warth, bat I didna' think it he, 
Till he ſaid, I'm come back for to marry thee, 


O fair did we greet, and meikle did we ſay, 
We took but ae kiſs, and we tore ourſelves away; 
I wiſh I were dead, but I'm no like to die: 

And why do live for to fay, waes me. 


T gang like a ghaiſt, and I carena' to ſpin, 
I darenz think on Jamie, for that would be a lin; 
But I'll do my beſt a guid wife to be, - nf 


For auld Robin Gray is kied to me. — "= 


* 


The Drarn of Auld RoBIN Grar, 


| Tt HE 8 it was ſmiling, all nature round was 


When Jes, = attending on auld Robin Gray 85 
For he was fick at heart, and had nae friend beſide, 
Bur only me poor Jenny, who newly was his bride. 


Ab! Jenny, I fhaildie, hecry'd, as ſure as I had birth; 
Then fee my poor auld banes, I pray, laid into the earth: 
And be a widow. for my fake, a twelvemonth and a day, 
And [ will leare whate'er belongs to auld Robin Gray. 


I laid poor Robin in the earth as decent as I cou'd, 
And ſhed a tear upon his grave, for he was very good; 
E teok my rock into my hand, and in my cot I figh'd, 


on was is me, What ſhall Ido, fiace poor auld Robin died. 
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Search ev'ry part throughout the land, there's none 
like me forlorn, 
I'm ready e'en to ban the day that ever I was born z 
For Jamie, all I lov'd on earth, ah! he is gone away, 


My father's dead, my mother's dead, and eke auld Ro- 


bin Gray, 


-T roſe up with the morning ſan, and ſpun till ſet- 


ting day, = (bin Gray: 
And one whole year of widowhood I mourn'd for Ro- 


I did the duty of a wife, both kind and conſtant too; 


Let every one example take, and Jeany's plan purſue, 


I thought that Jamie he was dead, or he to me 
was loſt, 


And all my fond and youthfal love entirely it was croſt: 
I try'd to ling, I try'd to laugh, and paſs the time away, 


For I had ne'er a friend alive ſince dy'd auld Robin 


Gray. 


At length the merry bels rang round, I cou'dna 
gueſs the cauſe; (applauſe; 


It was the news of peace, they ſaid, which gain'd ſo much 


1 doubted if the tale was true, till Jamie came to me, 


And ſhew'd a purſe of golden ore, and (aid it is for tee; 


Auld Robin Gray I find is . and ſtill your heart 


is true, (too, 


2 Then take me, Jenny, to your arms, and I will be fo 


Meſs John ſhall Join us at the kirk, and we'll be blithe 
and gay, 


I Fes, conſented, nd e TW 10 Robin Gray. 


Tas GAWKEI E. 


37 young Beſs to Jean did ſay, 

Will ye gang to yon ſunny brae, 

Where flocks do fred, and her ds do ſtray, 
A ſport a while wi' Jamie? "I 
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Ah na, laſs, I'll no gang there, 
Nor about Jamie tak' nae care, 
Nor about Jamie tak” nae care, 

For he's tane up wi' Maggy. 


For hark, and I will tell you, laſs, 


Did I not ſee your Jamie paſs, 


{Wi meikle gladneſs in his face, 


Out o'er the muir wi“ Maggy. : 
I wat he pa'e her mony a kiſs, 
And Maggy took them ne'er amiſs: 
'Tween ilka ſmack — pleas'd her wi' this, 
That Beſs was but a gawkie. 


For whene'er a civil kiſs I ſeek, 

She turns her head, and thraws her cheek, 

And for an hour ſhe'll bardiy ſpeak ; 
Who'd not call her a pawkie? 

But ſure my Maggy has mair ſenſe, 

She'll gie a ſcore without offence ; 

Now gre me ane unto the menſe, 
And ye fall be my dawty, 


O Jamie, ye ha'e mony tane, 
But T will never ſtand for ane, 
Or twa, when we do meet again, 
Sae ne'er think me a gawkie. 
Ah na, laſs, that ne'er can be, | 
Sic thoughts as theſe are far frae me, 
Or ony thy ſweet face that ſee, 

E'er to think thee a gawkie. 


But whiſht !—nae mair of this we'll ſpeak, 
For yonder Jamie does vs meet; 
Inftead of Meg he kiſs'd ſac ſweet, 

I trow he likes the gawkie. 
O dear Beſs, I hardly knew, ES: 
When 1 came by, yeur gown's ſae new, - 
I think you've got it wet wi' dew. 

Quoth fhez That's like a ga wkie. 
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It's wat wi! dew, and 'twill get rain, 
And I'll get gowns when it is gane, 
Sae you may gang the gate you came, 
And tell that to your dawty. 
The guilt appear'd in Jamie's cheek 
He cry*d, O cruel maid, but ſweet, 
If I ſhould gang anither gate, 
I ne'er could meet my dawty. - 


The lufſes faſt frae him they flew, 


And left poor Jamie fair to rue, 


That ever Maggy s face he knew, 
Or yet cau'd Beſs a gawkie. 


As they went o'er the muir they ſang ; 


The hills and dales with echoes rang, 


The hilis and dales with echoes rang, 


_Gang o'er the muir to Maggy. 


Fy gar rub her o'er wi' Strae. 


8 N ye meet a bonny laſhe, 
A 


Gie her a kiſs, and let her gae; 
But if ye meet a dirty buſly, 
Fy gar rub her o'er wi' ſtrae. 


Be ſure ye dinna quit the grip 
Of ilka joy, when ye are young, 


_ Before auld age your vitals nip, 


And lay ye twafald o'er a rung. 


Sweet youth's a blithe and heartſome time: 


Then lads and laſſes, while 'tis May, 


Gae pu' the ge wan in its prime, 


Before it wither and decay. 


Watch the ſaft mĩnutes of delyte, 


When Jenny ſpeaks beneath her W 
And kifles, laying a' the wyte 


On you, it ſhe kepp ony ſkaith. 


þ 1, th 


OF CHOICE SONGS. 25 
Haith ye're ill bred, ſhe'l] ſmiling ſay, 

Ye'll worry me, ye greedy rook : 
Syne frae your arms ſhe Il rin away, 

And hide herfelf in ſome dark nook, 


Her laugh will lead you to the place, 
Where lies the happineſs ye went, 

And plainly tell you to your face, 
Nineteen na- ſays are ha't a grant. 


Now to her heaving boſom cling, 
And ſweetly tooly for a kils: 
Frae her fair finger whoop a ring, 

As taiken of a future bliſs. 


Theſe benniſons, I'm very ſure, 

Are of the gods indulgent grant: 
Iden, ſurly carles, whiſht, forbear 

To plagne us with your whining cant. 


Jonn Hay's bonny Laſſie. 


B ſmeoth winding Tay a ſwain was reclining, 
Afr cry'd he, Oh hey! maun I {till live pining 
My (ell thus away, and darna diſcover 

To my bonny Hay that I am her lover! 


Nae mair it will hide, the flame waxes ſtranger ; 
If ſhe's not my bride, my days are nae langer; 
Then Fil take a heart, and try at a venture, 
May be, e'er we part, my vows may content her. 


She's freſh as the ſpring, and ſweet as Aurora, 
When birds mount and fing, biddiag day a good-more 
The ſward of the mead, enamel'd with daifies, (row, 
Look wither'd and dead, when twin'd of ber graces. 


N 


But if ſhe appear where verdures invite her, 
The fountains run clear, and flowers ſmell the ſweeter: 
Tis heaven to be by, when ker wit is a flowing, 
th Her ſmiles and bright eye ſet my ſpirits a glowing». 
| | FFV The 
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The mair that I gaze the deeper I'm wounded; _ || Sae 
Struck dumb with amaze, my mind is confoundeds 4 
I'm all on a fire, dear maid, to careſs ye, | Aoc 
For a' my deſire is Hay's bonny laſſie. | * 


Ew-Ercnts MARION. 
Wr ye go to the ew-buphts, Marion, 
And wear in ihe ſſſeep wi' me; 

The ſun ſhines ſweet, my Marion, 
Bout nae ha f fac ſweet as thee, 

© Marion's a bonny laſs, 

And the blithe blinks in her eye; 
And fain wad I marry Marion, 
Sin Marion wad marry me. 


There's gowd in your garters, Marion, 
And filk on your white bauſs-banez 
Fu' fain wad 1 kiſs my Marion, 
At e'en when I come hane. | 
There's braw lads in Earnſlaw Marion, 
Wha gape 2nd-glowr with their eye, 
At kirk when they ſee my Marion; 
But nane of them lo'es like me. 


I've vine milk-ews, my Marion, 

A cow and a brawny quey, 

III ge them a' to my Marion, 

Juſt on her bridal day: 

And ye's get a green fey apron, _, 
And waiſtcoat of the London brown, 
And wow but ye will be vap'ring, 
MWhene'er ye gang to the town. 


I'm young and ſtout, my Marion; 
Nane dances like me on the green: 
And gin ye forſake me, Marion, 
T' cen gae draw up wi' Jean; 


* — — 
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Sae put on your pearlins, Marion, a 
And kyrtle of the cramaſie ; 
And ſoon as my chin has Bae hair ou, 
I ſhall come well, and ſee ye. 


| HIGHLAND LAD. 


Own by yon ſhady grove one day I charic'd to 
To paſs the dull hours away; (rove, 
Beneath a myrtle ſhade K ſpy'd a lovely maid, 
On her ſpinnet ſhe ſweetly did play. 

To yield me more delight, this charming lady bright 
In concert ſhe ſung very ſad, 

Unhappy maid am I, that ſure of love muſt die, 
For my bonny bonny Highland Lad. 


I drew a little near, the better for to hear, 
And this charming creature ſung on, 

My love has croſs'd the fea, alas! he's gone from me, 
This charming comely young man; 

His lovely air and mein, may well deſerve a queen, 
Altho' that his fortune is bad; | 

But yet I hope to fee my love before 1 die. 
O! my bonny bonny Highland Lad. 


Ye Fates, that rule above, preſerve the man J love, 
And keep him ſecure from all harms; 
Guardian angels too attend, my love for to defend, 
And return him ſafe to my arms. 
If in battle he is lain, all pleaſure III diſdain, 
I'il rove quite diſtracted and mad; 
There's none to eaſe my care, the loſs I cannot bear 
Of my bonny bonny Highland Lad, 


Firſt when my love I'd ſeen, one day in Aberdeen, 
My ſenſes were raviſhed quite; 
He was proper, ſtraight, and tall, the comlie of chem 
He's my only joy and delight ; | (al, 
I near voto him drew, his bonnet it was blue, 
He was dreſs d in his Hy and plaid 12 
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28 
A captive I became, and thinks it is no ſhame, | 


And never will return, but always ſigh 


 A:COLYUECTION: 
For my bonny bonny. Highland Lad. 
Oh! if 1 knew but where to find wy deareſt dear, 


I would range the wide world all o'er; 
To fea I would repair, dreſſed in man's attire, 
To 5nd ont the youth I adore. | 


Thro? lonely woods II ſtray, and flow'ry meadows 


I will leave my mammy. and dad, (gay, 
and mourn 


For my pany ner atlas Lad. 


Corn Rios are EM 


| Me Patie is a Joves: gay, 


His mind is never muddy, 


His breath is ſweeter than new hay, 


Eis face is fair and ruddy. 


His ſhape is handſome, miele ſize; f 


He's ſtately. in his wa' king; 


The ſhining of his een ſurpriſe 


'Tis heay' a to hear him ta' ings 


# 140 vickt I mat blm on a bauk, 


Where yellow corn was growing, 


There mony à kindly word he [pake, 


That ſet my heart a glowing. 


1 He kiſsid and vow'd he wad be mine, 


And loc'd me beſt of ony ; 


a Thar gars me like to ſing haſyne, | 


O corn rigs. are bonny. 


Let maidens of a fly mind 


Refuſe what maiſt they're wanting, 
Since we for yielding are ceſign 'd, 
We chaſtely ſhould be grant ing: 


Then Ill comply, and marry Pate, 


And ſyae my cockernony 


He's frei tg touzle air or late, 1 


l rigs are bonn >, Hodge 


Wy 
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Hopoe of the Mill and buxome NEL» 


Ounc Roger of the mill 
One morning very ſoon, 
Fut on his beſt apparel, 
New hoſe and clouted ſhoon; 
And he a wooing came. 
To bonny buxome Nell, 
Dear laſs, cries he, cou'dſt fancy me; 
1 like thee wond'rous well. 


My horſes I have dreſt, 
And gi'n them-corn and hay, 
Put on my beſt apparel: 
And having come this way 
Let's fit and chat a while 
With thee, my bonny Nell, 
Dear laſs, cries he, cou'dſt fancy me; 
I'ſe like thy perion well, 


Young Roger, you're miſtaken, 
The damſel then reply d, 
I'm not in ſuch a haſte 
To be a plowman's bride; 
Know then I live in hopes 
To marry a farmer's ſon: 


If it be fo, ſays Hodge, I'll go; 


Sweet miſtreſs, I have done. 


Your horſes you have dreſt, 


Good Hodge, I heard you ſay,. 
Pat on your beſt apparel 
And being come this way, 


Come ſit and chat a while. 


O no indeed, not 1, 


: yl neither wait, nor lit, nor prat, 


Pve other filt.to fry. 


Go take your farmer's ſon, 


be don all my honeſt heart; 
| & 3 : 
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W hat the? my name be Roger, A wit 
That goes at plow and cart? ; 0 
I need not tarry long, ö | Wil 
I ſoon may gain a wife, | A! 
There” s buxome Joan, it is well known, | 
Sl; e lovesme as her life, | | Alth 
Pray what of Buxome Joan ? He / 
Can't I pleafe you as well? | ITY A 
For the'has ne'er a penny, | | A 80 
Ana I am buxome Nel]; — | _ 
And I have fifty ſhillings, 2255 ö And 
Ihe money made him ſmile: | | H 
On then my dear, I'll draw a chair, 
And chat with thee a while, 5 Non 
Within the ſpace of half an bour | e 
This couple a bar gain ſtruck, 5 
\ Hoping that with their money 158 
They both would have good luck. oy 
To your fifty I've forty, And 
With which a cow we'll buy; 1 
We'll join pur hands in wed)ock — 0 10 
— Then who but For and . wos 
' D. 
SCORNFU' NANSY, * 
7 Ancy's to the green wood gane, His! 
Bu To hear the gowd{pink chatt Ting, | B. 
And Willy he has followed her, | Will 
= # Fe gain her love by flatt'ring's | 1 
Bu: a' that he cov'd ſay or do, | PE. 
She peck'd and ſcorned at him; 7 25 My | 
And ay when he began to woo, = . N 3 
She bade him mind wha gat him. „ be) 
What alls you at my dad, quoth he, 5 And 
My minny or my aunty } ? 5 12 W 
With crowdy mowdy they fed me, e ] ma 
e and ranty- fanty ; 4 2 


W 


** 
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With bannocks of good barley-meal, 
Of thae there was rigit plenty, 
With chapped itocks butter'd fou well; 
And was not that right daigiyf 


Altho' my father was nae laird, 
is dafhn io be vaunty, 
He keepit ay a geod kail-yard, 
A ha' boule and a Pauly 3 
A good blew bennet on. his head, 
Ay owrlay bout his cragy; 
And ay until the day he died, 
He rade on good thanks nagy, 


Now wae and wonder on yeur ſnout, 
Wad ye hae bonny Nahty ? 
Wad ye compare ye'r ſell to me, 
A docken till a tanke ? 
I have a wover of my ain, 
They ca? him ſouple Sandy, 
And weil I wat his bonny mou? 
Is iweet like lugar-caudy, 


Wow, Nanſy, what needs a? this din ? 
Do I not ken this Sandy 2 
Im ſure the chief of a' his kin 
Was Rab the beggar randy; 
His miany Meg upo' her back 
Bare baith him and his billy; 
Will ye compare a naity pack 
To me your-Wipſome Willy ?' 


My gutcher lefr a good braid ſword, 
Tho, it. be auld and ruſty, 

Yet ye may tak it on my word, 
It is baith ſtodt and trulty ; + 

And if 1 can but get it draws, 
Which will. be right unealy, 

] mall lay baith my lugs in pawn, 

| That he mall get a r. 
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Then Nanſy turn'd her round about, 

And faid, did Sandy hear ye, 
Ye wadna miſs to get a clout, 

I ken he diſna fear ye: 
Sae naud your tongue, and ſae na: mair, 

Set tomewhere elle your fancy; 
For as lang's 2andy's to the fore, 

Ye never {hell get Nanſy, 


B AGRIE O' r. 


Hau I think on this warld's pelf, 

And how litele I hae o't to myſelf x | 
I figh when I look oa my thread-bare coat, 
And ſhame fa the gear aud the bagrie ot 


Jonny was the lad that held the plough, 

But now he has got goud and gear enough; 

I] weel miad the * wizen he was na worth a | grout; 
And ſhame fa” the gear and the bagrie oft. 


Jenny was the laſs that mucked the byre, 
But now {he goes in her ſilken attire: 

And ſhe was a.laſs who wore a plaiding coat, 
And ſhame fa' the gear and the bagrie o't. 


Yet a' this ſhall never daunton me; 

Sas lang's I keep my fancy free; 

While I've but a penny to pay t'other pot, 
my the d—1 tak' the gear and.the bagrie ot. 


The Lack of Gos. 


Jo the lack of gold ſhe's left me, 
And of all that's dear bereft me + 
She me Forſook for a great duke, 
And to endleſs woes ſhe's left me. 


A ſtar and garter have more art 


Than youth, a troe and faithful heart; 
For empty titles we moſt part, 


3 for h ring ſhowy ſhe's left me, 


Na cru 
My in} 
Throu, 

Sinc 


Juve Po. 
Give u 
Your e 


Tho 


N w 
It ft 
Since | 
Let's |! 


May w 


| With a 


With : 


To mo 


| May ©: 


And ou 
With 2 
As our 


With a 


; | Who'll 
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No cruel fair ſhall er more move 
My injur'd heart again to love; 
Through diſtant climates I muſt rove, - 
Since rry Jeany ſhe has left me. 


Ive Powers above, I to your care 
ive up my charming lovely fair; 

Your choicelſt bleſſings be her ſhare, 
| Tho' ſhe's for ever left me. 


— The DRIN EER's Wish. 


N wine there is all that in life you can name, 
It ſtrengthens our friendſhip, in love aids the flame? 
Since life, my dear boys, is at moſt but a ſpan, 
Let's live al} our days, and let this be the plan: 
To drink, my brave boys, 
And drive away ſorrow z 
If the caſh but hold out, 
We'll ne'er atk to borrow, 
If the caſh, &c. 
1 Tue poor rogus⸗ c day, 
We'll be rich rogues to-morrow. 


May we live in a village, not far from. 2 town, 

With a bed for a friend whene'er he comes down; 

With a pack of good hounds, in the morn when we 
wake, | 

To mount the brifk courſer, and take the next brake. 
Then drink, &c, 


| May our victuals be good, not alen of their I 
And our cellars well ſtor'd with old Claret and Port; 
With a few bumper-glaſſes to toaſt our old glories, 


As our father's and grandſires have oft done before a aus. 


Then drink, &c. 


With an honeſt buck chaplain to grace a round table, 


b Who'll drink what he can, and no longer than able ; 
Who 
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Who will drink till his face, like the Clarer..is red, Haſte 50 


Or, like old Aird the Parſon, God ren _ he dead Buſk 
Then drink, &c. | Tonſide. 


Every lad have his tafs, that conſtant will prove, Be be 
Quite true to his bed, and ſincere in her love: bo Gran! 
For marriage [ hate, and deſpiſe common whores, ** 
Coquets I deteſt, but I like your amours. yne ye 
Then drink, Ke. . ve di 


And as we have lived let s cloſe the laſt ſcene, 


Quite free from all hardſhips, and free from all pain bo oh 
That the old ones may wonder, the young ones may or 


ſtare, cy 
And, amazed, _ 2 0 what friendſhip was there N 
sos OF CARE. 5 
the gayly eireling glaſs — 4 
We can ſee how minates paſs: 
57 the hollow caſk are told, ” ho, f 
How the waining night grows old. Pat wb 
Soon, too ſoon, the buſy day, 25 Ff you: 
Drives us from our ſports away 2 1 Once e: 
What have we with day to do? 3y the) 
Zons of care, 'twas made for you! - \s the) 
Come, then, fl! the chearful glaſs, | 
Truth is only found in wine: ut, al; 
Fales of love are all a farce, -- ho p. 
But true friendſhip is divine, 'erjo 
„„ | Ee lo, 
5 h 

Ass 1, lend me e your bra w cas beckle, ws 
"IT And I'll lend you my ripling kame; Then ' 
7 fainneſs, deary, I'll gar ye keckle, Feat in 


Ex 1 go dance the Bob of Damblage, 


Haft | 
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d, pate ye gang to the pround of your trunkies, 


ad 


Buſk ye braw, and dinna think ſhame ; 
onſider in time if leading of monkies 
Be better than dancing the Bob of Dumblane, 


ze frank my laſſie, leſt I grow fickle, 
And tak-my word end offer again, 
rne ye may chance to repent it meikle 


Ye did not accept of the Bob of Domblane. 


in © be dinner, the piper, and prieſt ſhall be ready, 


Ja 


For I'm grown dowie wr lyirg my lane; 
\way then leave baith minny and dady, 


re And try wi' me the Bob of Dumblane. 


LOVELY NANCY. 


O w can you, lovely Kaos, thus cruelly flight. 

A ſwain whe is wretched when baniſh'd your 
ſfipht; _ 

ho, for your ſake alone, thinks life worth his care, 
ut which ſoon, if you frown, muſt end in deſpair. 


f you mean thus to torture, O why did your eyes 
Ponce expreſs ſo much ſoftneſs, and ſweetly ſur prize, 
N their luſtre inflam'd, I could not believe, 
s they ſhed ſo much influence, they e'er would de- 
—Ceive;*. 2 


zut, alas ! like the pilgrim bewilder'd in night, 
ho perceives a falſe ſplendor at diſtance invite, 

erjoy'd be taſtes on, purſues it, and dies: 
like ruin attends me, if away Nancy flies. 


) ! forget not the raptures you felt in my arms, 
ben you call'd me, dear angel, and i all yout 
charms, : 
Vhen you vow'd laſting love, and bote with a kifs, 
Hat! in my fond embraces was 8 center d all bliſs. 


tel ft | JOY 
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Faireſt, but moſt obdurate, conſider that woe 


That your heart may reſent, I implore the kind pow?rs 


\ [Than 
Will, like ſickneſs neglected, more deſperate grow, 


Since I'm conſtant as your fex, den not fickle as ours. 


CATHARINE OGIE. 


S walking forth to view the plain, | 
Upon a morning early, 


While May's ſweet ſcent did chear my brain, 


From flow*rs which grow fo 5 : 


I chanc'd to meet a pretty maid, 


She ſhin'd though it was gg 1 


I aſk'd her name: Sweet Sir, ſhe ſaid, 


My name is Katharine Opie, 


I ſtood a while, and did admire, 


To ſee a nymph ſo ſtately : 
So briſk an air there did appear, 
In a country-maid fo neatly : 
Such natural 1weetneſs ſhe diſplay'd, 
Like a lilie in a bogie z 
Diana's (elf was ne er array'd 
Like this fame Katharine Opie. 


| Thon flow ſr of females. beauty” 8 queen, | 


Who ſees thee. ſure muſt prize thee ; 


Though thou art dreſt in robes but mean, 


Yet theſe cannot diſpuiſe thee: 
Thy handſome air and graceful look, 
Far excels any clownith rogie; 
Thou'rt match tor laird, or lord, or duke, 
My charming Katharine Ogie. 


O were I but ſome ſhepherd-ſwain! 


To feed my flock beſide thee, | 
At boughting time ro leave the plain, 
In milking to abide thee; - 
I's think myſelf a happier man, 
Wars Kate, my club and dogie, 


Than 


Had 


Then | 
And 
I'd be 
I'd { 
Might 
Thi. 
For th 
Com 


But If 
For 
Whoſe 
All « 
Clouds 
Tha! 
Pity m 
Elſe 


A Fr 


A 

o drir 
In th 
Zut, O 
Sae f:. 
or lan 
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The t 
hat lai 
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And t 
he ne" 
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Than he that hugs his thouſands ten, 
Had I but Katharine Opie. 


nen 1'd deſpiſe th' imperial throne, 

| And ſtateſmen's dangerous ſtations 2 
yd be no king, I'd wear no crown, 
I'd ſmile at conqu'ring nations: 
Might I careſs and (till poſſeſs 

This laſs of whom I'm vopie ; 

For theſe are toys, and ſtill look leſs, 
Compar'd with Katharine Ogie. 


3ut I fear the gods have not decreed 
For me ſo fine a creature, 

# hoſe beauty rare makes her exceed 
All other works in nature, 

Clouds of deſpair ſurround my love, 
That are both dark and fogie, 
Pity my caſe, ye powers above, 

Elſe I die for Katharine Ogie. 


THE GE. 


A Friend of mine came here yeſtreen, 
And he wou'd hae me down 

o drink a bottle of ale wi' him, 

In the nieſt borrows- town. 

But, O! indeed it was, Sir, 

Sac far the war for me, 

or lang or e'er that | came hame 

My wife had taen the gee, 


e ſat (ac late, and drank ſae ſtout, 
The truth I tell to you, = 
hat lang or ever midnight came, 
We were a' roaring fou. 

y wife fits at the fire · ſide, 

And the tear blinds ay her eye; 
he ne'er a bed will ſhe ga'e to, 
But ſit and tak the gee. 
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In the morning ſoon, when I came down, 
The ne'er a word ſhe ſpake ; 
But mony a ſad and ſour look, 
And ay her head ſhe'd ſhake. 
My dear, guoth I, what aileth thes 
To look ſae ſour on mel 
I' never do the like again, 
If you'll ne'er take the gee. 


When that ſhe heard, ſhe ran, ſhe flang 
Her arms about my neck; = 

And twenty kifles in a crack, 

And, poor wee thing, the grat. 

If you'll ne'er do the like again, 
But bide at hame wi' me, 

I'll lay my life I'fe be the wife 
That's never tak the gee. 


Corix and Grisy Parting. 


\ Ith broken words, and downcaſt eyes, 
| Poor Colin ſpoke his paſſion tender 
And, parting with kis Griſy, cries, 


Ah! woe's my heart that we ſhould ſunder. 


To others I am cold as fnow, 
But kindle with thine eyes like tinder: 
From thee with pain I'm forc'd to go; 


It breaks my heart that we ſhould ſunder. 


Chain'd to thy charms, I cannot range, 
No beauty new my love ſhall hinder, 

Nor time, nor place, ſhall ever change 
My vows, tho' we're oblig'd to ſunder. 


The image of thy graceful air, 

And beauties which invites our wonder, 
Thy lively wit, and'prudence rare, 
| Shall ſtill be preſent, tho' we ſunder. 


wa 


Dear 
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Dear nymph, believe thy ſwain in this, 

You'll ne'er engage a heart that's kinder; 
Then ſeal a promiſe with a kiſs, 

Always to love me, tho' we ſunder. pp 

Ye God's, take care of my dear laſs, 

That as [| leave her I may find her: 
When that bleſt time ſhall come to paſs, 

We'll meet again and never ſunder. 


ALLAN-WATER; or, my Love Annie's very Bonny. 


Har numbers ſhall the muſe repeat? 
What verſe be found to praiſe my Annie! 
On her ten thouſand graces wait, 
Each ſwain admires, and owns ſhe's bonny. 


Since firſt ſhe trode the happy plain, ' =_ 


She ſet each youthful heart on fire ; 
Each nymph does to her ſwain complain, 
That Annie kindles new deſire. 


This lovely darling deareſt care, | 
This new delight, this charming Annie, 


Like ſummer's dawn, fhe's freſh and fair, + 


When Flora's fragrant breezes fan ye. 
All day the am'rous youths conveen, 

Joyous they ſport and play before her; 
All right, when ſhe no more is ſeen, 

In bliſsful dreams they ſtill adore her. 


Among the crowd Amyntor eame, 

He Jook'd, he lov'd, he bow'd to Annie 
His riſing ſighs expreſs his flame, Me 

His words were few, his wiſhes many. 
With ſmiles the lovely maid reply'd, 

Kind ſhepherd, why ſhould I deceive ye ? 
Alas! your love maſt be deny'd, _ : 

This deſtin'd breaſt can ne er relieve yes 
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Yovng Damon came with Cupid's art, 
His wyles, his ſmiles, his charms beguiling, 
He ſtole away my virgin heart; 
Ceaſe poor Amyotor, ceaſe bewailing, 
Some brighter beauty you may find, 
On vonder plain the nymphs are many; 
Then chuſe ſome heart that's. uaconfin'd, 


And leave to Damou his own Annie. 


Love Iuviting Reason, 


Tune, Cold frofly Morning, 


7 Hen 1nnocent paſtime our pleaſure did crown. 
Upon a green meadow, or under a'tree, 
Ere Annie became a fine lady in town, ” © 
— How lavely, and loving, end baagy was me? 
Rouſe vp thy reaſon, my beautifu' Annie, 
Let ne'er a new whim ding thy fancy a ſees 
Ol as thou art bonny, be faithfu? and canny, 
Aud favour thy Jamie wha doats upon thee. 


Does the death of a linnet give Annie the ſpleen ? 
Can tyning of trifles be uneaſy to the??? 
Can lap- dogs or monk ies draw tears frae theſe een, 


That look with indiff rence on poor dying me? 


Reuſe up thy reaſon, my beautifu* Annie, 
And diuna prefer a paroguet to me; 

O! as thou art bonny, be prudent and canny, 5 
And think on thy Jamie wha doats upon thee. 


Ah ! ſhould a new mantua, or Flanders-lace head, 


Or yet a wee cottie, though ever ſo fine, 
Gar thee pro forgetfu', or let his heart bleed, 

That anes had ſome hope of purchaſing thine? 
Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beautifu? Annie, 

And dinna prefer ye*re fleegaries to me; 
O! as thou art bonay, be ſolid and canny, 
And tent a true lover that doats upon thee. 
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Shall a Paris edition of new - fangle Sanny, 
Tho' gilt o'er wi” laces and fringes he be, 
By adoring himſelf, be admir'd by fair Annie, 

And aim at thoſe benniſons promis d to me? 
Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beautifu' Annie, 
And never prefer a light dancer to me; 
O! as thou art bonny, be conſtant and canny, 
Love only thy Jamie wha doats upon thee. 


O think, my dear charmer ! on ilka ſweet hour, 
That flade away ſafrly between thee and me, 
Ere ſquirrels, or beaux, or fopp'ry had pow'r 
To rival my love, or impoſe upon thee. 
Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beaurifu' Annie, 
And let thy deſires be a' center'd in me: 
O! as thou art bonny, be faithfu' and canny, 
And love him wha' 5 lavging t to centre in thee. . 


* 


The CoRDIAT. 


Tune, WWhere ſhall cur Geodman ty, 


| H E. 
9 wad bonny Ann ly ? 
Alane nae mair ye maun ly; 
Wad ye a goodman try ? 
* that the thing ye're laking ? 


S H E. 
Can a laſs ſae young as I, 
Venture on the bridal-tie, 
Syne down wi' a goodman ly? 
Pm fle d he keep me wauking, 


H E. 
Never judge until ye try, 
Make me your goodman, I 
Shanna hinder you to ly, 


And ſteep till ye be . 
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„ 8 H E. 
What if 1 ſhouꝰd wauking ly, 
When the hoboys are gawn by, 
Win ye tent me when | cry, 
as dear, 1 m faint and irie? 


H. E. 
In my boſam thon hate iy, 
When thou waukrif art, or dry, 
Healthy cordial ending by, 
Shall 3 revive ihee, 


8 H. 
To your will then comply; 
Join us, prieſt, and letime try 
How I' wi” a goodman ly, 
Wha ean a corcial give | me. 


1 'F Biack-EveD SUSAN» 


111 in the Downs the fleet was moor'd, . 
The ſtreamers waving in the wind, 
When black-eyed Svſan came on board; 
Oh? where ſail I my true love find ? 2 
Tell me ye jovial ſallors tell me true, 
If my ſweet William ſails among the crew. 


William, who high upon the yard, 
Rock with the billows to and fro; 
Zoon as her well-known voice he heard, 

| He ſigh'd and caſt his eyes below: 

The cord ſlides gently thro' his glowing hands, 

. Ao quick as lightning on the deck he fands. 


1 So the ſweet lark, high pois'd in air, 

22 ee Shuts eloſe his pinions to his oreaſt, 
E chance his mate's ſhrill voice he hear) 
And drops at once into her neſks _ 


The nobleſt captain in the Britiſh fleet 
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O Sufan, Sufan, lovely dear! * 
: My vows ſhail ever true remaln, 57 
Let me kiſs off tnat falling tear, 
We only part to meet again; 
bange las ye liit, ye winds, my neart ſha!] be 
The faithful compaſs that ftili points at thee, 


Believe not what the landmen ſay, 
Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind „ 
They n tell, the ſailors when away, 
In ev'ry port a milireſs find: 
Yes, yes, believe them. when they tell thee ſo,” 
For thou art preſent- whereſoe er I g: 


If to fair India's coaſt we fail, 
Thy eyes are ſeen in diamonds bright, 
Thy breath is Africk's ſpicy gale, | 
Thy fkin is ivory ſo white; 
Thus every beauteous object that I view, 
Wakes in my ſoul ſome charms of lovely Sue. 


Tho' battles call me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn,” _ 
Tuo cannons roar, yet ſafe from harms 
William ſhall to his dear rerurn. 
Love turns aſide the balls that round me ly, 
Leſt precious tears ſhould drop from Suſan's eye. 


The boatſwain gave the dreadful word, 
The ſails their ſwelling baſom Spread, 
No longer muſt ſhe ſtay on board | 
They kiſs'd ; ſhe ſigh'd; he kung his head: 
Her leſſening boat un wi lin rows to land, 
Adieu, ſhe eres z and wav'd her lily hand, R 


The Mraz, 8 | 
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Her boſom I preſt ; but ſunk in her reſt, ' 

She ({tir*dna my joy to (pill —O : | 

While kindly ſhe ſlept, eloſe to her I crept, 
And kiſs'd, and kiis'd her my fill 0. 


Oblig'd by command in Flanders to land, 
I employ my courage and ſkill—O, 
Frae her quietly I ſhaw, hoiſt fails and away 
Fer the wind blew fair on the bill —O. 


Twa years brought me hame, where loud - fraiſing fame 


Tald me with a voice right ſhrill -O, 
My laſs, like a fool, had mounted the ſtool, 
Nor kend wha had done her the ill O. 


Mair fond of her charms, with my ſon in her arms, 
I ferlying ſpeer'd how ſhe ſell— 0. 

Wi' the tear in her eye, quoth ſhe, Let me die, 
Sweet Sir, gin | can tejl—O. 

Love gave the command, I took her by the hand, 
And bade her a' fears expel—0, 

And nae mair look wan, for I was the man 
Wha had done her the deed my ſei- O. 


My bonny ſweet lafs, on the gowany grafs, 
Beneath the Shilling bill—0, 

If I did offences, 1'ſe make ye amends 
Before I leave Peggy's mill—O. 

O the mill, mill—0, and the kill, kill—O, 
And the coggin of the wheel O: 

The luck and the ſieve, a“ that ye maun leave, 
And round with a ſodger ree|—QO. 


| For the Love of IAA. 


Tocxx (aid to Jeany, Jeany, wilt thou do'r? SA 
J Neeer a fit, quo' Jeany, for my tocher· good, 4 


For my tocher good | winna marry thee, 


E'en's Je like, quo Jocky, ay let me be. | « 5 
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hae gowd and gear, I hae land enough, 
hae ſeven good owſen ganging in a pleugh, 


zanging in a pleugh, and linking ofer the lee, 
ind gin ye winna take me, I can let ye be. 


hae a good ha? houſe, a barn and a byer, 
\ {tack afore the door, I'll mak a rantin fire, 
I mak a rantin fire, and merry ſnall we be: 
nd gin ye winna tak me, I can let ye be. 


meſſeany ſaid to Jocky, gin ye winna tell, 
e ſhall be the lad, I'll be the laſs my ſell, 
e're a bonny lad, and I'm a laſſie free, 


ere welcomer to tak me than to let me be. 


MARY SCO r. 


Arpr's the love which meets return, 
When in foft flames ſouls equal burn; 
zut words are Mating to diſcover 
he torments o ppeleſs lover. 
e regiſters of heay'n, relate, 
Ff looking o'er the rolls of Fate, 
Did you there ſee me mark d to.marrow 
lary Scot the flower of Yarrow? 


Ah no! her form's. too heav'nly fair, 
er love the gods above muſt ſhare; 
hile mortals with deſpair explore her, 
and at a diſtance due adore her. 

D lovely maid ! my doubts beguile, 
Revive and bleſs me with a ſmile ; 

as! if not, you'll ſoon debar Aa 
pPighing ſwain the banks of Yarrow. . 


Be huſh, ye fears, III not deſpair, 

My Mary's tender as ſhe's fair; | 
[hen I'll go tell her all mine anguiſh, 
Phe is too good to let me languiih ; 
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With ſucceſs crown?d, i'il not envy 
The folks who dwell avove the ſky ; 
When Mary Scot's become my marrow, 
Well make a paradiſe in Yarrow. 

* 


TWEE D- SIDE. 


Har beauties 4060 Flora diſcloſe ? 


Yet Mary's till ſweeter than thoſe ; 
Both nature and fancy exceed. 
No daiſy, nor ſweet bluſhing roſe, 
Nor all the gay flow'rs of the field, 
Nor Tweed gliding gently through thoſe, 
Such beauty and pleaſure does yield. 


The warblers are heard in the grove, 
The linnet, the lark, and the thruſh, 
The blackbird, and ſweet · cooing dove, 
With muſick enchant ev'ry buſh. 
Come, let us go forth to the mead, 
Let us ſee how the primroſes ſpring, 
We'll lodge in ſome village on Tweed, 
And love while the feather'd folks ſing. 


How does my love paſs the long day ? 
Does Mary not 'tend a few ſheep ? 

Do they never careleſsly tray, 
While happily ſhe lyes afleep ? 

Tweed's murmurs ſhould lull her to reſt g 
Kind nature indulging my bliſs, 

To relieve the ſoft pains of my breaſt, 
I'd ſteal an ambroſial kiſs, 


'Tis ſhe does the virgins excel, 
No beauty with her may compare 
Love's graces all.roand her do dwell, 
She's faireſt, where thouſands are fair. 


How ſweet are her ſmiles upon Tweed! 
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y, charmer, where do thy flocks iiray ? 
Oh! tell me at noon where they (ce - 

all I ſeek them on ſweet winding ay, 
Or the pleaſanter bavks of the I Vid! 


Down the Burn Davie. 


Heu trees did bud, and fields were green, 
And broom bloom'd fair to lee; 
hen Mary was complete fifteen, 
And love laugh 'd in ker eye: 

lythe Davie's blinks her heart did move 

To ſpeak ber mind thus free, 

ang down the burn, Davie, love, 

And I ſhall follow thee. 


low Davie did each lad ſurpaſs, 
That dwelt on this burn: ſide, 
nd Mary was the bonnieſt laſs, 
Juſt meet to be a bride : 
er checks were roſie, red and white, 
Her een were bonny blue; 
Her looks were like Aurora bright, 


Her lips like dropping dew. 2 4 5 13 


s down the burn they took their way, 
What tender tales they ſaid ! | 
His cheek to hers he aft did lay, 
And with her boſom play'd ; 
Till baith at length impatient grown, 
To he mair fully bleſt, 


1 yonder vale — lean'd them dows ; 
| Love only ſaw the reſt. 


hat paſs'd, I gueſs, was harmleſs play, t | 
And naething ſure unmeet s B 

or ganging hame, I heard them ſay | 4 

S2) They hu d a wa'k ſac ſweet; 2 1 
| X ' 
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And that they aften ſhowd return» 


Sick pleaſure to renew. 
Quoth Mary, Love, I like the burn, 
And ay ſhall follow you. 


The Laſt Time I came o'er the Mair, 


27 laſt time I came oer the muir, 


I left my love behind me! 
Ye powers! what pain do I endure, 
When ſoft ideas mind me; 
Soon as the ruddy morn diſplay'd 
The beaming day enſuing, 
I met betimes my lovely maid, 
In fit retreats for wooing, 


Beneath the cooling ſhade we lay, 
Gazing and chaſtly ſporting z | 
We kiſs'd and promiſs'd time away, 
Till night ſpread her black curtain. 
I pitied all beneath the ſkies, 
Ev'n kings, when the was nigh me; 


In raptures I beheld her eyes, 


Which cou'd but ill deny me. 


Shou'd I be call'd where cannons roar, 


Where mortal ſteel may wound me, 


Or caſt upon ſome foreign ſhore, 


Where dangers may ſurround me: 
Yet hopes again to ſee my love, 
To feaſt or glowing kifles, © 
Shall make my care at diſtance move, 
In proſpect of ſuch blifles, © 


In all my ſoul there's not one place 
To let a rival enter; | 
Since ſhe excels in ev*ry grace, 
In her my love ſhall centre. 


_ Sooner the ſeas ſhall ceaſe to flow, 


Their waves the Alps ſhall cover, 


On 


On Greenland-ice ſhall roſes grow, 
Before I ceafe to love ber. 


The next time I gang o'er the muir, 
She ſhall a lover find me; 

And that my faith is firm and pure, 
Tho? I left her behind me: 

Then Hymen's ſacred bonds ſhall chain 
My heart to her fair boſom; 

There, while my being does remain, 


My love moxe freſh ſhall bloffom. 


The Buſh aboon Traqueir, 


Ear me, ye nymphs, and ev'ry ſwain, 
In tell how Peggy grieves me; 
Though thus 1 Janguiſh, thus complain, 


Alas! ſlie ne'er believes me. | 
My vows and ſighs, like ſilent air, 
Unheeded never move her. 
At the bonny buſh aboon Traquair, 
x Twas there J firft did love her. 


That day ſhe ſmil'd, and made me glad, 
No maid ſeem'd ever kinder; 

I thought myſelf the luckieſt lad, 
So ſweetly there to find her. 

1 try*d to ſoothe my am'rous flame, 
In words that I thought tender; 
If more there paſs'd Pm not to blame, 

I meant not to offend her. 


Yet now ſhe ſcornful flies the plain, 
The fields we then frequented ; 
If e'er we meet, ſhe ſhews diſdain, 
She looks as ne er acquainted» 
The bonny buſh bloom'd fair in May, 
Its ſweets I'll ay remember; 

But now her frowns make it decay, 
Be tades as in December. 

E 


OF CHOICE SONGS. 


49 


Ys 


50 A COLLECTION 
Ye rural pow rs, who hear my ſtrains, 
Why thus ſhould Peggy grieve me ? 
Oh! make her partner in my pains, 
Then let her ſmiles relieve me. 
If not, my love will turn deſpair, 
My paſſion nae mair tender; 
TI leave the buſh aboon Traquair, 
To lonely wilds I'll wander. 


1 Fear it is Lovx. 


Nai H heaves my fond boſom ? ah what can it 
mean? 

Why flutters my heart which was once ſo ſerene ? 
Why this ſighing and trembling when Daphne is near? 
Or why, when ſhe's abſent, this ſorrow and fear? 


7 75 : d 
For ever, methinks, T with wonder could trace, O 
Ten thoufand ſoft charms that embelliſi thy face; met 


Each moment I view thee, new beauties I find, Con 
With thy face I am charm'd, but enſlav'd by thy mind; 3 
N | 5 
Duatainted with folly, unſullied by pride, And k 
| There native good humour, and virtue refide : My 
= — Pray heaven that virtue thy ſoul may ſupply 1 ſai} 
F With compaſſion for bim, who without thee muſt die: To 
FE] In ba 
| A Bonny wee W1rlE. PRs 
& IN I had a wee houſe and a canty wee fire * 
2 OA. Chear 

J A bonny wee wifie to praiſe and admire, 
| a Thi 

A bonny wee yardie aſide a wee burn, 

Farewel to the bodies that vamer and mourn, | All da 
| And byde ye yet, and byde ye yet, | WI. 
Ye little ken what may betide me et; Soon: 
Some bonay wee body may be my lot, At 


And III ay be canty wi thinking ot. I' ſe 
5 When 
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When I gang a field, and come hame at &en, | 
D' get my wee wifie fou neat and fou clean ; 
\nd a bonny wee bairnie upon her knee, 
hat'Il cry pappa or daddy to me. 
And byde ye yet, &c, 


And if there ſhou'd happen ever to be, 
A difference a' tween my wee wifie and me; 
In hearty good humour although ſhe be teaz'd,, 
I'll kiſs her, and clap her until ſhe be pleas'd. 
And byde ye yet, and byde ye yet, 
Ye little ken what may betide me yet: 
it Some bonny wee body may be my lot, 
And I'll ay be canty wi' thinking o't. 


TH ETTRICK BANKS, 
N Ettrick banks, in a ſummer's night, 
At glowming, when the ſheep drave hame, 
met my laffie braw and tight, 
Come wading barefoot a? her lane: 
d. My heart grew light, I ran, I flang 
My arms about her lily neck, 
And kiſs'd and clapt her there fou lang, 
My words they were na many feck. 


„I faid, my laſſie, will you g 
To the Highland hills, the Ecſe to learn? 
I'll baith gie thee a cow and ew, 
When ye come to the brigg of Earn. 
At Leith auld meal comes in, ne'er faſh, 
And herrinpgs at the Broomy Law ; - 
Chear up your heart my bonny laſs, 
There's gear to win we never ſaw, 


All day, when we have wrought enough, 
When winter, froſts, and ſnaw begin, 
Soon as the ſun paes weſt the loch, 
At night when ye fit down to ſpin, 
Pi ſcrew my pipes, and play a ſpring z 
And thus the weary night we'll end, 
C 2 | 


| 
| 


That na, na, na, I hate it moſt vilely, 


— 
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Till the tender kid and lamb-time bring 
Our pleaſant ſummer back again. 


Syne, when the trees are in their bloom, 
And gowans glent ofer ilka field, 

11 meet my laſs among the broom, 
And lead you to my ſummer ſhield; - * 

Then far frae a? their ſcornfu' din, 


That make the kindly hearts their ſport, wo 


We'll laugh, and kiſs, and dance, and ſing, 
And gar the langeſt day ſeem ſhort. 


There's my Thumb I'll ne'er beguile thee, 8 


M* ſweeteſt May, let love incline thee, 

| T? accept a heart which he deſigns thee : 
And, as your conſtant flaye, regard it, | 
Syne for its faithfulneſs reward it. | 
Lis proof a-ſhot to birth or money, 

Bot yields to what is ſweet and bonny ; 
Receive it then with a kiſs and a ſmily, 
There's my thumb it will ne'er beguile ye. 


How tempting ſweet theſe lips of thine are, 
Thy boſom white, and legs face fine are, 
That, when in pools, I ſee thee clean 'em; 
They carry away my heart between em; 
I wiſh, and I wiſh, while it gaes duntin, 

O gin I had thee on a mountain, . 
Tho? kith and kin and a' ſhou'd revile thee, 


There's my thumb 1'{] ne'er beguile thee, 


Alane through flow'ry hows I dander, 
Tenting my flocks leſt they ſhou'd wander, 
Gin thou'll gae alang, III dawt thee gaylie, 
And gi'e my thumb I'll ne'er beguile thee, 
O my dear laſſie, it is but daffin, 

To bad thy wooer upiay niff na ſſin. 


O ſay, Yes, and I'll ne er beguile thee. 


T hrs! 
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Thro' the Wood Laddie. 


Sandy why leaves thou thy Nelly to moura ? 
Thy preſence cou'd eale me, 
When naething can pleaſe me : 
Now dowie I figh on the bank of the burn, 
Or thro' the wood, laddie, until thou return. 


Tho* woods now are bonny, and mornings are clear, 
While lav'rocks are finging, 
And primroſes ſpringing z ; 

Yet nane of them pleaſes my eye or my ear, 

When thro' the wood, laddie, ye dinna appear» 


That I am forſaken, ſome ſpare nat to tell : 
I'm faſh'd wi” their ſcorning, 
Baith evening and morning; 
Their jeering gaes aft to my heart wi' a knell, 
When thro? the wood, laddie, I wander myſell. 


Then ſtay, my dear Sandy, nae langer away; 
But quick as an arrow, 
Haſte here to thy marrow, 
Wha's living in langour, till that happy day, 
When thro? the wood, laddie, we Il dance ſing and play, 


Bonny J E A N. 


OvEe's Goddeſs in a myrtle grove, 
Said, Cupid bend thy bow with ſpeed, 

Nor let thy thaft at random rove, 

For Jeany's haughty heart muſt bleed, 

he ſmiling boy with divine art, 

From Paphos {hot an arrow keen, 

hich flew, unerring, to the heart, 

ind kill'd the pride of bonny Jean. 


No more the nymph, with haughty air, 
Refuſes Willy's kiad addrels ; 
Jer yielding bluſhes thew no care, 


But too much fondneſs to ſuppreſs. 
E 3 No 
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No more the youth is ſullen now, 

But looks the gayeſt on the green, 
While every day he ſpys ſome new 

Sur priſing charms in bonny Jean. 


He moves us light as fleeting wind, 

His former ſorrows ſeem a jeſt, 

Now when his Jeany is turn'd kind: 
Riches ke looks on with diſdain, 
The ploricus fields of war look mean 
The chearful hound and horn give pain, 
If abſent from his bonpy Jean. 


N The day he ſpends in am'rous gaze, 
| Which even in ſummer ſhorten? ſeems ; 
When furk in downs, with glad amaze, 
| | He wonders at her in bis dreams. 


” 


A thouſand tranſports crowd his breaſt, 


All cherms diſelos'd, ſhe looks more bright 


Than Treoy's prize, the Spartan queen, 
With breaking day, he lifts his fight, 
And pants to be with bonny Jean. 


This is no mine ain Houſe: 
1 is no mine ain houſe, 
ken by the rigging o't; 
Since with my love Pve changed vows, 
1 dinna like the bigging o'r, 

For now that I'm young Robbie's bride, 
And miſtreſs of bis fire - ſide, | 
Mine ain houſe I'll like to guide, 

And pleaſe ms with the trigging o 't. 


— — 
s + 1 * 
_ . MoV Pr ot Ne OE Aerts Ha tg add, li — 


Then farewel to my father's houſe, 

I gang where love invites me; 
The ſtricteſt duty this allows, 
Wben love with hbenour meets mes 


13 


%. 


When 


Then ! 
ly Ro 
nd te 
Sae | 


hen | 
True 
To mal 
And 
\ voidil 
The co 
That m 
And 


O 


| 


Upon n 
And 
Dear pl 
A pl 
Come i 
Live 


Quit 


OF /CHOICE SONGS. 353 


hen Hymen moulds us into ane, 
ly Robie's nearer than my kin, 
ad te rtiuſe him were a lin, 

Sae lang's he kindly treats me. 


hen I'm in mine ain bouſe, 
True love ſhail be at hand ay, 

ro make me ſtill a prudent ſpouſe, 
And let my man command ay; 

voiding ilka cauſe of ſtrife, 

The common peſt of married life 

That maks ane wearied of his wife, ; 
And breaks, the kindly band ay. 


TRE R E 8 E. 


\ 7] O flow'r that blows is like this roſe; 
| Or ſcatters ſuch perfume, 

Upon my breaſt, oh! gently reſt, 

And ever ever. bloom. | 


Dear pledge to prove a parent's love, 
A plealing gift thou. art, 
Come ſweeteſt flow/r, and, from this hour, =_ 


Live henceforth in my heart. 


How imperfe& is Expreſſion, 


OW imnerfe@ is expreſſion: 
1 Some emotions to impart, 
When we mean a ſoft confeſſion, 
And yet ſeek to hide the heart. 
When our boſoms, all complying, 
With delicious tumults ſwel! 
And beat — what broken, fault'ring, dy ing, 
Language wou'd, but cannot tell, * 


Deep con fuſion's roly terror 


Wie expreliive paints my check; 


| 
N 
| 
| 
| 
[ 
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Aſk no more, behold your error, 
Bluſhes eloquently ſpeak : 
What tho” ſilent is iny anguiſh ? 
Or breath*d only to the air; 

Mark my eyes, and as they ianguiſh, 
Read what yours have written there. 


— 


O that you could once conceive me, 


Once my ſoul's ſtrong feelings view: 
Love has nought more fond, believe me, 
Friendſhip nothing half ſo true. 
From you, I am wild, defpairing, 

With you ſpeechleſs as I touch, 


This is all that bears declaring, 


And perhaps declares too much. 


2 


Jounny and Maxy, 


Own the burn and thro' the mead, 
His goiden locks wav'd o'er his brow, 
Johnny lilting tun'd his reed, 
And Mary wip'd her bonny mou'. 
Dear ſhe lob ed the well known ſong, 
While her Johnny, blithe and bonny, 
Sung her praiſe the whole day long, 
Down the burn and thro? the mead, 


His golden Jocks wav'd o'er his brow, 


Johnny lilting tun'd his reed, 
And Mary wip'd her bonny mou”. 


Coſtly claithes ſhe had but few ; 
Of rings and jewels nae great ſtore, 
Her face was fair, her love was true, 
And Johnny wiſely wiſh'd nae qnair: 
Love's the pearl the ſhepherd's prize, 
O'er the mountain, near the fountain, 
Love delights the ſhepherd's eyes, 
Doun the burn, &c. 


＋ 
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oid and titles give not health, 
And Johnny, cou'd nae theſe impart; 
Vouthfu' Mary's greateſt wealth 

Was ſtil] her faithfu* Johnny's heart ; 
Sweet the Joys the lovers find, 

Great the treaſure, ſweet the pleaſure, 
Where the heart is always kind, 

Down the burn, &c, 


SANDY o'er the LEE. 


Winna marry ony man but Sandy o'er the lee; 
I winna marry ony man but Sandy o'er the lee; 
] winna ha'e the dominie, for gude he canna be ; 
But I will ha'e my Sandy lad, my Sandy o'er the lee: 7 
For he's aye kiſſing, kiſſing, kifling, aye a kifling me, | 
He's aye a killing, kiſſing, killing, aye a kiſſing me. 


I winna ha'e the miniſter, for a? his godly looks, | 
Nor yet will I the lawyer ha'e, for a“ his wily crooks 3 N 
I winna ha'e the plowman lad, nor yet will I the millez, [ 
But I will ha'e my Sandy lad, without a penny filler, - 

For he's aye a kiſling, &c. = 


I winna ha'e the ſodger lad, for he gangs to the war. N 
J winna ha'e the ſailor lad, Ceonadh he ſmells o' tar; "it 
I winna ha'e the lord nor air, for a' their meikle 

gear, 
But I will hae my Sandy lad, my Sandy o'er the muir; 

For he's aye a SB KC» 


The Goop Wire. 


T*. man who, for life, is bleſs'd with a wife, 


Is ſure in a happy condition; 
Go things as they will, ſhe ſticks by him till, 
She's comforter, friend, and phy ſician. 


Om. i a of , Ys ' 
greg — I 
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Pray, where is the joy, to trifle and toy, I That 

Yet dread ſome diſaſter from beauty? | Or 
But ſweet is the bliſs of a conjugal kiſs, I win 
Where love mingles pleafure with duty. Sux 
One extravagant whore will coſt a man more 1 
Than twenty good wives that are ſaving: ha 

For wives they will ſpare, that their children may Now 

But whores are eternal] ſhare , 
— ( 13871 

The! 
F ; Ef 19 Net 
| | The Bad Wire, My de 
PHE man who, for life, is plagu'd with a wife, An 
. Is ſure in a wretched condition; And tl 

Go things how they will, ſhe ſticks by him _ Sae 

a And death is his only phyſician, J 

ndeec 
To trifle and toy, may give a man joy, But 
Incited by love or by beauty; Tou r. 
e where is the bliſs of a conjugal kiſs, Anc 
When paſſion is prompted by duty ? | 1 200 

0 
So the dog, if poſſeſs d, of a bone of the beſt, And pl 
May pick it, or leave it, at pleaſure; | - Gif 

But if to his tail 'tis ty'd, without fail, | 
He's haraſy'd, and plugu'd beyond meaſure. 5 f 
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 ParTiE's WEDDING. If 1 
. S Patie came up frae the glen, . 
2 Drivin' his wedders before him, | | And te 
He met benny Meg ganging hame, | Tha 
Her beauty was like for to ſmore him, . 

2 0 dinna you ken bonny Meg, It was 
be = That you and 1's ga'en to be marry'd? Wh: 
F: 1 rather had broken my leg Weel e 
4 Woe Before ſic a bargain miſcarry'd, 4; And 
* Patie—O wha's tell'd you that D W 


Echink that of ne vs they've been ſcant⸗/, 
That 


— *. 


* 
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That I ſhould be married ſae ſoon, 
Or yet ſhould ha'e been ſae flanty ; 
1 winna be married the year, 
Suppoſe I were courted by twenty 
Sae Patie, ye need nae mair ſpear, 
For weel a wat JI dinna want ye. 


Now Meggie, what maks ye ſae ſweer ? 

Is't cauſe that 1 henna a maillin ? 
The lad that has plenty o' gear 

Need ne'er want a half or haill ane: 
My dad has a good gray mare, 

And yours has twa cows and a filly, 
And that will be plenty o' gear, 

Sae Maggie be no ſae ill willy, 


Indeed Patie,.I dinna ken, 

But firſt ye maun ſpeer at my daddy, 
You're as weel born as Ben, 

And I canna ſay but I'm ready, 
1There's plenty o' yarn in clues, 

To mak me a coat and a jimpy, 
And plaiden enough to be trews, 


Giff ye get it | ſhanna (crimp yo, 
Now fair fa' ye, my bonny Meg, 


Ie let a wee ſmacky fa' on you, 
May my neck be as lang as my leg 
If I be an ill huſband unto you, © * 
Sae pang your way hame enoẽw .,. 
Mak ready gain this day fifteen days, 
And tell your father the news, 
That I'll be bis ſon in great kindneſs, 


It was na lang after that, | 
Wha cam? to our bigging but Patie ? 
Wee] dreſt in a braw new coat, | | 
And wow buthe thought himſelf pretty, 
His bannet was little frae new,  — 
In it was a loop and a flitty, , 


To 
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To tie in a ribbon ſae blue, 
To bab at the neck 5 his coaty. 


Then Patie cam? in wi? a ſtend, 

Said, Peace be here to the bigging, 
You're welcome, quo“ William, come ben, 
Or I with it may rive to the rigging, 
Now draw in your ſeat and fit down, 

And tell's 2“ your news in a hurry, 
And hafte ye Meg, and be done, 
And hing on the pan wi' the berry. 


Quoth Patie, my news is nae thrang ; 
| Yeſtreen I was wi' his honour ; 
I've ta'en three rigs of braw land, 
And ha'e bound myſel under a bonour : : 
And Now my errand to you 
Is for Meggie to help me to labour, 
I think you maun gie's the beft cow, 
Becauſe that eur haddin's but ſober. 


Well, now for to help you through, 
ll be at the coſt of the bridal 
fe cut the craig of the we 
That hed a amaiſt di'd of the ſide-ill, 
And that'll be plenty o' bree, : 
Sae lang as our well is nae reiſted, 
To all our good neighbours and we, | 
And I think we'll no be that ill feaſted. 


Qouth Patie, O that?ll do weel, 

And I'll gi“ you broſe in the morning, 
O“ kail that was made yeſtreen, 

For I like them beſt in the forenoon. 


Sae Tam the piper did play, 
And ilka ane danc'd that was willing 


And a' the lave they ranked through, 
And they held the ſtoupy ay filling. 


Tbe auld wives ſat and they chew'd, 
_ nd when that the carles grew nappy, 


— 


They 
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They danc'd as weel as they dow'd, 


Wi' a crack o' their thumbs and a kappie, 
The lad that wore the white band, 


I thivk they ca'd Jamie Mather, 


And he took the bride by the hand, 


And cry'd to play up Maggy Lauder, 


The BIRESs of INVERMATZ. 


| T* ſmiling morn, the breathing ſpring, 


Invite the tuneful birds to ſing; 


| And while they warble from each ſprays 
Love melts the univerſal lay. 


Let us, Amanda, timely wiſe, 


ey 


Like them improve the hour that flies; 
And in ſoft raptures waſte the day. 
! Among the birks of Invermay. 


For ſoon the winter of the year, 
And ape, life's winter, will appear, 
At this thy lovely bloom will fade, 


As that will ſtrip the verdant ſhade 2 
Our taſte of pleaſure then is o'er, 
The feather?d ſongſters are no mere; 
And when they droop, and we decay, 
Adieu, the birks of Invermay. 


The lav'recks now and lintwhites ſing, 


The rocks around with echoes ring; 


The mavis and the black- bird vye, 
In tuneful ſtrains to glad the day; 


{The woods now wear their ſummer ſults; 


To mirth all nature now invites: 


Ler us be blythſome then and gay, 


Among the birks of Invermay. 


Behold the hills and vales around, 
With lowing herds and flocks abound ; 
The wanton kid and friſking lambs 
Gambol and dance about their dams ; 

F 


0 
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The buſy bees with humming noiſe, f 1f 
And all the reptile kind rejoice : ; Ye! 
Let us, like them, then ſing and play „„ 


About the birks of Invermay. To l. 


Hark, how the waters as they fall, 
Londly my love to gladneſs call; 
The wanton waves ſport in the beams, 
And fiſhes play throughout the ſtreams z 


The circling ſun does now advance, 7* 
And all the planets round him dance 2 | | 

Let us as jovial be as they | 0; 

Among the birks of Invermay. . 

| | 0 

The BRAES of BALLENDEN. I 


FYIENEATH a green ſhade, a lovely young ſwain 

One ev'ning reclin'd to diſcover his pain: F 
So fad, yet ſo ſweetly, he warbl'd his woe, Ly 
The wind ceas'd to breathe, and the fountains to flow 


If 


Rude winds with compaſſion, could hear him com = 
Yet Chloe, leſs gentle, was deaf to his ſtrain. {plain 3 
How happy, he cry'd, my moments once flew, Since 
Ere Chloe's bright charms firſt flaſh'd in my view; Let 
"Thoſe eyes then, with pleaſure, the dawn could ſur 
ve, 
Nor ſmil'd the fair morning more chearful than they 
Now ſcenes of diſtreſs pleaſe only my ſight, © 
I'm tortur'd in pleaſure, and languiſh in light. ( 
Thro' changes, in vain, relief 1 purſue, To ho 
All, all but conſpire my griefs to renew; For w 
From ſunſhine to zephyrs and ſhades we repair, Hes 
To ſunſhine we fly from too piercing an air; 
But love's ardent fever burns always the ſame, : 
; No winter can cool it, no ſummer inflame. We 
g But ſee the pale moon, all clouded, retires, We ne 
i} The breezes grow cool, not Strephon's deſires ; They 1 
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I fly from the dangers of tempeſt and wind, 

et nouriſh the madneſs that preys on my mind, 
Ah, wretch | how can life be worthy thy care: 
To lengthen its moments, bur lengthens deſpair. 


The Echoing Hoa. 


: 1 * echoing horn calls the ſportſman abroad 
To horſe, my brave boys, and away 
The morning is up, and the cry-of the hounds 
Upbraids our too tedious delay. 
What pleaſure we feel in purſuing the fox! 
O'er hill, and o'er valley he flies : 
Then follow, we'll ſoon overtake him Huzza ! 
The traitor is ſeiz'd on, and dies. 


Triumphant returning at night with the ſpoil, 


Like Bachanals, ſhouting and gay ! 
How ſweet with a hottle and laſs to refreſh ! 


And loſe the fatigues of the day. 
With ſport, love, and wine, fickle fortune defy; 


a Dull wiſdom all happineſs ſours; 
Since life is no more than a paſſage, at deſt, 


Let's ſtrew the way over with flow'rs. 


A HzaRTS of Oax, 
Ons, cheer up, my lads, *tis to honour we ſteer, 
To add ſomething new to this wonderful year; 
To honour we call you, don't preſs you like ſlaves, 
For who are ſo free as the ſons of the waves? (men, 
Hearts-of oak are our ſhips, hearts of oak are our” 
We always are ready, 
Steady, boys, ſteady; 
We'll fight, and we'll conquer again and again. 


We ne'er meet our foes but we wiſh them to Ray * 


They never meet us, but they wiſh us away: 
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If they run, then we follow, and run them a-ſhore, 


And if they wont ſight us what can we do more? 
Hearts of oak, &c. 


They ſwear they'll invade us, theſe terrible faes, 
They frighten our women, our children, and beaux: 
But ſhould their flat-bottoms in darkneſs pet o'er, 
Still Britons they'll find to receive them on ſhore, 

| Hearts of oak, &c. 


We'll ſtill make them run, and we'll ſtill make them 
In ſpite of the devil, and Bruſſel's gazette : (ſweat, 
Then chear up, my Jads, with one voice let us ſing, 
Our ſoldiers, our ſailors, our ſtateſmen, and king. 

_ Hearts of oak, &. 
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1 x . Dz'1L take the WARS. 1 Ap 
_ worn 
= EL take the wars that hurried Billy from me, Seto 
2 Who to love me juſt had ſworn; With c 
They made bim captain ſure to undo me; Vith it 
_ Woe's me ! he'}] ne'er return. \s mig] 
A thouſznd loons abrcad will fight him, egg 
| He.from thouſands ne'er will run: | 2 
Day aud night I did invite bim, With fe 
vn To ſtay at home from [ word and gun. Deer hi! 
3 T vs'd alluring graces, 0 js 
| wy With muckle kind embraces, in : 
No ſigbing. then crying, tears dropping fall; | "an, 
| And had he my (oft arms <p 
1 Preferr'd to war's alarms, | — 15 
# Ey love grown mad, without the man of God, EB 
| ” fear in my fit I had granted all, + long 
; | 1 waſh'd, and patch'd, to make me look provoking z Find he 
i} Snares that they told me would catch the men, \ damfe 
f | And on my head a huge commode ſat poking, | Whet 


Which made me ſhew as tall again; Full ma 
| For Bud all 
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Por a new gawn too I paid muckle money, 
Which with golden flow'rs did ſhine ; 
Ny love well might think me gay and bonny, 
Nae Scots laſs was Cer fo fine, 


My petticoat I ſpotted, | 

Fringe too with thread I knotted, 
Lace-ſhoes and ſilk hoſe, garter full over ee 
But, oh ! the fatal thought, 

To Billy theſe are nought ; 

ho rode to towns, and rifled with dragoons, 
When he, filly loon, might have plunder'd me. 


* 


The PiIGRIM. From the Italian. 


N penance for paſt folly, 
. A pilgrim blithe and jolly, | 
worn foe to melancholy, 
Set out ſtrange lands to ſee ; ; 
With cockle-ſhells on hat brim, 
Vith ſtaff, ſcrip, beads and that trim, 
\s might become a pilgrim, 
Beggiog for charit 7. N 


9 


Vith feet unſhod ke traces, 

D'er hills, o'er wilds, and chaces, 
ind tundry diimal places, 

in hopes ſome root to ſee; 
But, when he look d, and ſaw no- 
Lind hut or bouie to go to, 

as e er poor pilgrim plagu d ſa, - 
Begging for charity, 


it length, almoſt dejected, 

Lind neav'n, when leaſt expected, 

\ damſel's ſteps directed; 

W ibence come you, Sir ? lays hes 
ull many a weary ſtep, tweer, 
nd all on thoſe poor bare feet; 


1 
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O! Could I, by your help, meet 
Lodging for charity. 


With courteous voice. and accent, 
Says ſhe, I fear you're quite ſpent ; 
But what I ſay is well meaat, 
Come lodge this night with me. 
That favour, ma' am's exceſſive. 
No ſpeeches, Sir; while I live, 
If ought I have, or can give, 
I give for charity. 


He ey'd her charms while eating, 
And 641 her love and ſweeting, 
With many a tender greeting, 
So kind a heart had he: 
Kind Sir, ſays ſhe, you're tired, 
*Tis time you were retired ;. 
No beds nor rooms are hired, 
But lent in charity. 


My tenement is brittle, 
My room, I fear, too little. 

It fuits me to a title; 

And in at once went he. 

Through many a town and city 

Lve been, to beg for pity, 

2 ne'er found room (o pretty, 
5 Or ſo much charity. 8 


8 Nine day's he liv'd in clover; 
And well he play'd the lover; 
She thought the time ſoon over; 

And will you, go, fays ſhe: 
But, gentle pilgrim, ſhould y ou. 
Return this way, I would do, 
As much as woman could do, 


And a. het charity. 


ey Rh 8 Berri 
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BorrIER and FRIEND. 


Ric Hr plory's a trifle, and ſo is ambition, 
Deſpis'd by free hearts, tho' in low condition; 
Let boys ramble on, until their fare expend, 
But give me, oh give me, my bottle and friend. 
Into the little cloſe room, fo neatly trim'd, 
O! there will [ enjoy my bottle and friend. 


Great George and Lewis for kingdoms are wrangling, 
Whilſt miſers for gold are always a jangling ; | 
But let them fight on, whillt my money I ipead, 

And give me, &c. 


Whilſt thus I am ſingle, I'm utterly a ſtranger, 
I'm free from all care, and I'm quite out of danger 


Women laugh at men's folly, whilit their money they 


do ſpend/ 
But give me, & e. 


Come, come my companions, ſo cheerful and gay, 
Let's have t other bumper, and drive ſorrow away; 
Let us drink and be merry, until the times do mend, 
But give me, &c. 3 05 _ 


An IAISsRH Love So. 


MY ſweet pretty Mog, you're as ſoft as a bog, 
1 And as wild as a kitten, as wild as a kitten; 
Thoſe eyes in your face (O pity my caſe!) | 


Poor Paddy have ſmitten, poor Paddy have fmitten, 


Far ſofter than ſilk, and as fair as new milk, 
Your lilly white hand is, your lilly white hand is; 
Zour,ſhape's like a pail, from your head to your tail, 
You're ſtraight as a wand is, you're ſtraight as a 


. 


h wand. 18. 


Your 


— — 
—————— K* oo 
— 


Or on her my eyes again never to ſet. 
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Your lips, red as cherries, and your. curling hair, is 
As black as the devil, as black as the devil 3 | 

Your breath is as ſweet too as any potatoe, 
Or orange from. Seville, or. orange from Seville. 


o m 
And b 
Decla 
told 


When dreſs'd in your boddice, you trip like a poddeſs 1 
do nimble, ſo friſky, ſo nimble, ſo-friſky =. Gs She ne 

A kiſs on your cheek (tis ſo ſoft and ſo fleek) Decla 
Would. warm me like whifky, would warm me like And b. 
whiſky, _ 76 OD [ wrot 


I, grunt; and I pine, and I ſob like a ſwine, 
Becauſe you're ſo cruel, becauſe you're ſo cruel; 
No reſt I can take, and, aſleep or awake, 
I dream of my jewel, I dream of my jewel. 


Your hate, then, give over, nor Paddy your lover: 
So eruelly handle, ſo cruelly handle; 

Or Paddy. muſt die, like a pig in a-ſty, 
Or ſnuff of a candle, or ſnuff of a candle. 


* 


TI dE Enovcn Yur.- 


E- A. Term full as long as the ſiege of old Troy, 
4 To win a ſweet girl I my time did employ z. 


Oft.urg'd her the day of our marriage to fet, ſk plid 
As often ſhe anſwer'd, Tis time enough yet, Of mi 
Time enough yet, 'tis time enough yet, Dr afk-t 

As often ihe.anſwer'd, tis time enough yet. 11 


L told her, at laſt, that her paſſions were wrong, gut now 
And more, that I ſcorn'd to be fool'd with ſo long? And I 
She burſt out a laughing at ſeeing me fret, he the 
And humming a tune; cry'd, Tis time enough yet, Are fis 

Time enough yet, e. : 


oF eager 
Does e 
- ſid love 
The ſa 
Ks 2 Never to ſet, &c, | SLIT, 5 
£ a To * 


— 
19954 3 
. : 4 ” 1 


Determin'd by her to be Jaugh'd at no more, 
I flew from her preſence, and bounc'd out of door, 
Reſolv'd of her uſage the beiter to get, * 


mY 
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o me the next morning her maid came in haſte, 

And bepg'd, for God's ſake, I'd forget what was paſt; 

Declar'd her young lady did nothing but fret ; 

told her, I'd think on't, twas time enough yer, 
Time enough yet, &c. | 


She next in a letter as long as my arm, 
Declar d, from her ſoul, ſhe intended no harm, 
nd begg'd I the day of our marriage would ſer ; 
| wrote her an anſwer, Tis time enough yet, 
Time enough yet, &c. | 


But that was ſcarce gone when a meſſage I ſent, 
o ſhew in my heart I began to relent ; 

] begg'd I might ſee her: together we met; 

e kiſs'd and were friends again, ſo are we yet, 
So are we yet, &c. „ 


s O N G. — 


Y days have been fo wond'rous free, ge | 
The little birds that fly, it 

ith careleſs eaſe, from tree to tree, 5 WM 

Were but as bleſt as I. | fs | 


7 


Ik pliding waters, if a tear 
Of mine increas'd their fiream 3 
Or aſk the flying gales, if e'er | 
I lent a figh to them, £ 
But now my former days retire, — 
And I'm by beauty caught: 

he tender chains of ſweet deſire 
Are fixt upon my thought. 


lu eaper hope within my breaſt 
Does every doubt controul; 
ind lovely Nanſy ſtands confeſt 
The favonrite of my ſoul. 
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Te nightingales, ye twiſting pines, 
Ye ſwains that haunt the grove, 
Ye gentle echoes, breezy winds, 
Ye cloſe retreats of love: 


— 


With all of nature, all of art, 
Aſſiſt the dear deſign, 

O teach a young unpractis'd heart, 
To make her ever mine. 5 


The very thought of change I hate, 
As much as of deſpair, FS 
And hardly covet to be great, 
Unlels it be for her. 


"Tis true the paſſion in my. mind 
Is mixt with loft diſtreſs; 
Let while the fair I love, is kind, 
I cannot wiſh it leſs, 


But if ſhe treats me with diſdain, 
= Ard flights my well meant love; 
Or looks with pleaſure on my pain, 
A pain ſhe wont remove; 


Farewel ye birds and lonely pines, 
Adieu to groans and fighs ; 

I'll leave my paſſion to the winds, 
Love unreturn'd foon dies. 


Tuzßz NUN 


Us a laſs in her bloom, at the age of nineteen, 
Was ne'er ſo diſtreſt as of late I have been; 
I know not, 1 vow, any harm I have done, 
But my mother oft tells me ſhe'Il have me a Nun. 


Don't you think it a pity a girl ſuch as I, 
Should be ſentenc'd to pray, and to faſt, and to cry; She 
With ways ſo devout I'm nat like to be won. | Blith 

And my heart it Joves frolic too well for a Nun. T She 


f 


7 


Ti 


She blooming, tight, and tall is; | 74 | 


* 
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To hear the men flatter, and promiſe, and ſwearr, 

Is a thouſand times better to me, I declare; ; 

can keep myſelf chaſte, nor by wiles be undone, 

Nay, beſides, I'm too handſome I think, for a Nun. 


Not to love, or be lov'd, oh ! I never can bear, 
Nor yield to be ſent to, a cannot tell where; 
To live, or to die, in this caſe, were all one; 
Nay, I ſooner would die, than be reckon'd a Nun. 


Perhaps, but to teize me, ſhe threatens me ſo; 
I'm ſure, was ſhe me, ſhe would gladly ſay, No; | 
But, if ſhe's in earneſt, I from her will ron, — 
And be marry'd in ſpite, that I mayn't be a Nun. 1 


Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray. 


Befly Bell and Mary Gray, | 

They were twa bonny laſſes, | s 

They bigg'd a bower on yon burn-brae, ö 
And theeked it o'er wi' rafhes, 
Fair Beſſy Bell 1 Joo'd yeſtreen, 

And thought I ne'er could alter: = 

But Mary Gray's twa pawky een, | 47% ot 

They gar my fancy falter, | 


Now Beſſy's hair's like a lint-tap ; 
She ſmiles like a May morning, 
When Phœbus ſtarts frae Thetis“ lap, 

The hills with rays adorning: 
White is her neck, ſaft is her hang, 
. Her waiſt and feet's fu“ genty; 
With ilka grace ſhe can command; 

Her lips, O wow ! they're dainty. 


— 1 | , 
* r — . 
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And Mary's locks are like a craw, 

Her een like diamonds glances ; 
She's ay ſae clean, redd vp and braw, 
She kills whene'er ſhe dances : 0 
Blithe as a kid, with wit at will, 


And 
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And guides her airs ſae graceſu* ſtill, 
O Jove, ſhe's like thy Pallas. 


Dear Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray, 
Le unco fair oppreſs us; — — 
Our fancies jee between you twa, 
Te are ſic bonny laſſes: 
Waes me for baith I canna pet, 
To ane by law we're ſtinted; 
Then I'll draw cuts, and tak my fate, 
And be with ane contented. 


An old Woman clothed in Grey. 


INN old woman, clothed in prey, 
NS A Had a daughter both charming and young, 
But ſhe was deluded aſtray, 
By Roper's falſe flattering tongue. 
With whom ſhe often had been 
8 Abroad in the meadows and fields; 

Her belly grew up to her chin; 

Her ſpirits ſunk down to her heels. 


Alt length ſhe began for to puke: 
Hler mother, pofſe(s'd with a fear, 
She gave her a gentle rebuke, | 
And cry'd, Daughter a word in your ear; 
I doubt you've been playing the fool, 
Which many call, Hey ding a ding; 
Why did you not follow my rule, 
And tye your two toes in a ſtring ? 


© mother! your eounſel I took, 
But yet I was never the near; 
Hie won my heart with a ſoft look, 
And his words fo enchanted my ear, 
That your precepts I ſoon did forget; 
Hie on me, and would have his ſcope; 
It is but a folly to fret, 3 
*Tis done, and it cannot be help'd, 


Then, 
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E 
It is B 
| He 
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Then, who is the father of it? k 
Come tell me without more delay ? 
For now I am jult in the fit, 
To go and hear what he will ſay, 
It is Roger, the damſel reply d: 
Hle call'd me his dear pretty bird, 
And ſaid that I ſhould be his brides 
But he was not ſo good as his word, 


What! Roger, that lives at the mill! 
Yes, verily, mother, the ſame. 
What! Roger, that lives at the mill! 
]] hop to him, though I be lame. 
Go fetch me my crutches with ſpeed, 
And bring me my ſpectacles too; 
A lecture to him I will read, 


Shall ring his ears quite thro” and thro*. 


With that ſhe went hopping away, 
And went to young Hodge of the mill, 
On whom ſhe her crutches did lay, 
And cry'd, You have ruin'd my girl, 
By getting her dear maidenhead ; 
'Tis true, you can no way deny 
Therefore I adviſe you to wed, 
And make her as honeſt as I. 


hen what will you give me, quoth Hodge, 
If I take her from off your hand? = 
ill you make me the heir of your lodpe, 
Your houſes, your money, and land? 
ith every barn and plough, 

Your cattle and money alſo? 5 
f ſo, I will make her my ſpouſe ; | 7 
Speak up, Are you willing or no: 


hen Goody took Hodge by the hand, 
Let it be for to have and to hold; 
will make you the heir of my land, 

My houſes, my ſilver, _ gold. 


-4 
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Make her but your honoured wife, 5 God 

And you ſhall be lord of my ſtore, 'T 
Whene'er I ſurrender my life, | Ever 
In caie it was forty times more. | D 


ö The bargain was preſently ſtruck, 
They wedded ;—and this being done, 
| The old woman wiſh'd them pood luck, 


Being proud of her daughter and fon. | 0 
Then, hey for a girl or a boy: T 
| Young Peg look'd as big as a dutcheſs ; ; Then 
| The old woman caper'd for joy, For | 
— And danc'd them a jigg in her erutehes. = 
e 
And 
132 LEr's be Jovi. | Avoic 
| *Tis 1 
1. 5 s be jovial, 1 our glaſſes, In 
Madneſs tis for us to think, But le 
How the world is rul'd by aſſes, If e 
And the wiſe are ſway d by chinky: Yoo = 
| Fa, la, ra, Kc. 
| Thi 
Then never let vain cares oppreſs us, All ex 
_ Riches are to them a ſnare, While 
We're ev*ry one as rich as Crœſus, | 1 
While our bottle drowns our Care. | 
Fa, la, 97's i 
Wine will make us red as roſes, | 
And our ſorrows quite forget: T* 
Come let us fuddle all our noſes, 8 | 
Drink ourſelves quite out of debt, 4952 The he 
Fa, la, ra, &c. | = The 
When grim death is losking for us, . 
We are toping at our bowls, I ES The vr 
Bacchus joining in the chorus: 8 Her 
Death, be gone, here's none but ſouls, [My de: 


i Ia, ra, . 8 You 
® N 18 God-likef 


de 
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God-like Bacchus thus commanding, 
Trembling death away ſhall fly, 
Ever after underſtanding, 
Drinking ſouls can never die. 
Fa, la, ra, &c. 


8 Be Merry and Wiſe. 


TY be merry and wiſe is a proverb of old, 

But a maxim ſo good can't too often be told; 
Then attend to my ſong, nor my counſel deſpiſe, 
For I mean to be merry, — but merry and wile. 


Ye bucks, who then toping ſuch rapture expreſs, * 
And yet find the next day diſmal proofs of exceſs, 
Avoid all extremes, and mark well my advice, 

'Tis to drink and be merry, but merry and wiſe, 


In women, all lovely, i is center'd each bliſs, 
But let prudence give ſanction, *cwill ſweeten the kiſs; 
If not beauty or folly your ſenſes ſurpriſe, 
You may kiſs and be merry—but merry and wiſe. 


Then ye topers and rakes, who wou'd lead happy 
All exceſſes avoid, and chuſe modeſt wives; (lives, x 
While prudence preſides, it is thus I adviſe, 
Love and drink, and be merry, —but merry and wile, 


A favourite Hunting Song. | 


HE duſky night rides down the ey, 
. And uſbers in the morn ; * 
The hounds 21 join in jovial cry, 
The huntſman winds his horn. 
Aad a hunting we will go, &c, 


The wife around her huſband throws 5 hy 
Her arms to make him ſtay ; ; 1 | 

My dear, it rains, it heils, it ſnows ! 
You cannot hunt to-day. 


Yet a hunting we will go, &c. Fo 
G.2 Away 
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Away they fly to ſcape the rout, 
Their ſteeds they ſoundly ſwitch ; 
Some are thrown in, ſome are thrown out, 
And ſome thrown in the ditch, 
Yet a hunting we will go, &c. 


At laſt from ſtrength to faintneſs worn, 
Poor Reynard ceaſes flight; 
Then, weary, homeward we return, 
And drink away the night. | 
And a drinking we will go, &c, 


CopiD Miſtaken, 


S after noon, one ſummer's day, 
Venus ſtood bathing in a river, 

Cupid a ſhooting went thar way, 
New {irung his bow, and fill'd his quiver s 
With ſkill he choſe his ſharpeſt dart, 

With all his might his bow he drew, 
Swift to his beauteous parent's heart, 

The too well guided arrow flew, 


1 faint ! I die! the goddeſs cry'd : 
© cruel ! couldſt thou find none other 
To wreck thy ſpleen on ? parricide, | 
Like Nero, thou haſt ſlain thy mother! 
Peor Cupid, fobbing, ſcarce cou'd ſpeak ; 
Indeed, mamma, I did not know ye: 
Alas! how eaſy the miſtake, 
I took you for your likeneſs Chloe, 


The BarTLE of FLOWDENHILL« 


IV heard of a lilting at our ewes milking, 

I Laſſes a' lilting before the break of day; 

But now there's a moaning on ilka green loaning, 
That our braw foreſters are a wede away. 


fy At 
* 14 ++ 
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At bughts, in the morning, nae blithe lads are ſc3rning, 
The laſſes are lonely, do wie, and wae ; 
Nae daffin, nae gabbin, bat ſizning and ſabbing, 
IIK ane lifts her leglin and hies her away. 


At een, at the glomin, nae ſwank ies are roaming 
Mongſt ſtacks, with the laſſes at bogle to play, 
Bat ilk ane fits dreary, lamenting her deary, 
The flowers of the foreſt that are wede away. 


At har'ſt, at the ſhearing nae younkers are jeering, 
The ban'ſters are runkied, lyart, and grey; 

At a fair, or a preaching, nae wooing, nae fleeching, 
Since our braw foreſters are a' wede aways 


O dool for the order, ſent our lads to the border! 
The Engliſh, for ance, by guile gat the day: 
| The Flower of the foreſt, that ay ſhone tne formoſt, 
The prime of our land lies cauld in the clay, 


We'll hear nae mair lilting at our ewes milking, 
The women and bairns are dowie and wae, n 
Sighing and moaning on ilka green loaning, 
Since our braw foreſters are a' wede away, 


| The FLOWERS of the FoxeEsr. 


1 ſeen the ſiniling of fortune, beguiling, 
I've felt all its favours, and found its decay; 

Sweet was its bleſſing, and kind its careſſing, 
But now it is fled—fled far away. 


Pye ſeen the foreſt adorned the formoſt, | 
With flowers of the faireſt, molt pleaſant and gay, 
Sac bonny was their blooming, their ſcent the air per- 
fuming, | © ny os 

But now they are wither'd and weeded away. 


I've ſeen the morning with gold the bills adorning; 
And loud tempeſt ſtorming before the middle - day : 
Pre ſeen Tweed's ſilver ſtreams ſhining in unn 
* beams, | | | oF. 7 
fl Grow drumly and _— he row'd on his way. 
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O fickle fortune! why this cruel ſporting? - Her 
O why ſtill perplex vs, poor ſons of a day? A 
Nae mair your ſmiles can cheer me, nay mair your | Beca 
frowns can fear me, 1. 

For the flowers of the foreſt are withered away. For | 
The WRrEEL of Lirs. | S Ar 

Says 

HE wheel of life is turning quickly round, An 
And nothing in this world of certainty is found; N O the 

The mid wife wheels us in, and death wheels us out; An 
Good -- lack! good-lack ! how things are wheel'd a- That, 
bout! | An 


Some few 21oft on fortune's wheel do go, 
And as they mount up high, ſome others tumble low; 
Io this we all agree, that fate at firſt did will, 
That this great wheel ſhould never once ſtand (till. 


The courtier he turns to gain his private ends, 
Till he's ſo giddy grown, he quite forgets his friends; I hear 
Proſperity ofr-times deceives the proud and vain, 
And wheels ſo faſt, it turns them out again. 


Some turn to this, to that, and ev'ry way, 

And cheat and ſcrape, for what can't purchaſe one 
poor day; | 

But this is far beneath the gen'rous hearted man, 

Who lives, and makes the moſt of life he can. 


And thus we're wheel'd about in life's ſhort farce, 
Till we at laſt are wheel'd off in a rumbling hearſe, 
The midwife wheels us in, and death it wheels us out; 
Good-lack ! good-lack ! how things are wheel'd a- 

bout! 5 


The Gips E x. 


A thro' the green meadow I chanced to paſs, 
A gipſey fat under a ſhade, 5 
Who told me, ſhe ſaw by the lines of my face, 
Tnat my doom was to die an old maid. 1 
2 * : Ek ee WR, Her 
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Her prophecy fill'd me with grief and diſmay, 
And pierc'd my poor heart to the quick, 

Becauſe I'd oft heard my grandmether ſay, 
That gipſies do deal with old Old Nick, 


For farther advice to the curate I went, 
And told him my caſe in a fright; 
Says he, pretty maid, be content for a while, 
And I'II alter the caſe before night. 


O then he began with ſuch force and ſuch fire, 
| And witk arguments ſo very ſtrong, 
That, believe me, ye maids, the devil is a liar ; 
And fo, there's an end of my ſong. 


| The Ma1D in Bedlam, 


NE morning very early, one morning in the 
- ſpring, | 
I heard a maid in Bedlam, who mournfully did fing ; 
Her chains ſhe rattled on her hands, while {weetly thus 
ſung, ſhe | 
Ilove my love, becauſe I know my love loves me. 


e RO! cruel were his parents, who ſent my love to fea, 
And cruel, cruel was the ſhip, which bore my love 

from me; (ruin'd me, 

Yet I love his parents, ſince they're his, altno' they've 

And L love my love, becauſe I kuow my love loves me, 


O! ſhould it pleaſe the pitying Pewers to call me to 
the thy, = (fy; 

I'd claim a guardian angeFs charge around my love to 
o guard bim from all dangers, how happy ihould I bel 
For | love my love, becauſe I know my love loves me. 


U make a ſtrawy garland, I'il make it wondrous fine; 
ith roſes, lies, daiſes, I']I mix the eglantine, 
nd I' prefent it to my love, when he returns from 
"or I love my love, becauſe I know my love loves me, 


er * 
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O! if I were a little bird, to build upon his breaſt, 
Or if 1 were à nightingale, to ſing my love to reit, 

To gaze upon his lovel y eyes, all my reward ſhould be; 
For i love my love, becaute I know my love loves me. 


O! if I were an eagle, to ſoar into the ſky, 

I'd gaze around with piercing eyes, where-I my love 
MIgat ipy 3 

But ah! unh ppy maiden, that love you ne'er ſhall ſee; 

Yet I love my love, becauſe I know my love loves me. 


Sweet ANNIE frae the Sea-beach. 5 5 
3 | = He t 
Wer Annie frae the ſea-beach came, He e 


Where Jocky ſpeel'd the veſſels ſide ; 


Ah! ! wha can keep their heart at hame, H 
When Jocky's coſs d aboon the tide. Him! 
Far aff to diſtant realms he gangs; He v 
pet {'1] be true as he has been, Had 
And when ilk lats about him thrangs, Br 
He'll think on Annie, his faithful ain. A Wag 
I met our wealthy laird yeſtreen, 5 Whic 
Wi” gou'd in hand he tempted me; Whei 
He prais'd my brow, my rolling. een, | _ 


And made a brag of what he'd gi'e. 


What tho' my Jocky's far awa', 22 
Toôſs'd up and down the anſome main, 8 e ſt 


Vu keep my heart anitber day, Nor k 
| Since 2 may return again. Th, 
Nae mair, falſe Jamie, fi ing nae mair, Seein 
And fairly calt your pipe away, With 
My Jocky wad be troubled-ſair, O ſhe) 
To ſee his friend his love betrays | | His 
For a' your ſongs and verſe are vain, F 
While Jocky” s notes do faithful flow, TR Until. 
My heart to him ſhall ti ue remain, Rn PD Zut no 


4 - My | e 
An keep it ſor my conſtant joe. EE 
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Bla' ſaft, ye gales, round Jocky's head, 
And gar your waves be calm and (till ; 
His hameward ſail with breezes ſpeed, 
: And dinna a' my pleaſure ſpill ! 
„What tho? my Jocky's far away, 
Yet he will bra' in ſiller ſhine z 
I'll keep my heart anither day, 
; Since Jocky may again be mine, 


„ The SHEPHERD ADONIS, 


THE ſhepherd Adonis being weary'd with ſport, 
He for a retirement to the woods did reſort, 
He threw by his club, and he laid himſelf down; 
He envy'd no monarch, nor wiſh'd for a crown, 


He drank of the burn, and he ate frae the tree; 
Himſelf he enjoy'd, and frae trouble was free, 
He wiſh'd for no nymph, though ever ſae fair, 
Had nae love nor ambition, and therefore nae care. 


But as he lay thus, in an ev'ning ſae clear, 

A heav'nly ſweet voice ſounded ſaft in his ear, 
Which came frae a ſhady green neighbouring grove, 
Where bonny Amynta fat ſinging of love. 


He wander'd that way, and found wha was there 
He was quite coxfounded to ſee her ſae fair: | 
He ſtood like a ſtatue, not a foot could he move, = 5 
Nor knew he what griev'd nim, but fear'd it was love. | 


The nymph ſhe beheld him with a kind modeſt grace, 
Seeing ſomething that pleas'd her appear in his face 
With bluſhing a little ſhe to him did ſay, | 
O ſhepherd what want ye? how came you this way? 


His ſpirits reviving, he to her reply'd, 
I was ne'er ſae ſurpriz'd at the fight of a maid, 
Until I beheld thee from love I was free 
ut now I'm ta'en captive, my faireſt, by thee. 


7 FRIENDs 
2 | 


3 - A-COLLECTION: 
FRIENDSHIP and WINE. Or £ 


1 ET the grave and the gay enjoy life how they She v 
My pleaſures their pleaſures ſurpaſs; (may, And 


Go the world well or ill, tis the ſame with me {11}, 
If I have but my friend and my gtaſs. Whe! 
The lover may ſigh, the courtier may lie, I val 
And Creſus his treaſure amaſs ; Like 
All the joys are but vain that are blended with pain ; ; That 
So I'll ſtand by my friend and my.glaſs. Bu 
New life wine inſpires, and creates new deſires, Great 
And oft wins the lover his laſs, . Were 
Or his courage prepares to diſdain the nymph's airs; Yet tl 
So'T'l! ſtand by my friend and my glaſs. And f 
h 8 


The earth ſucks the rain, the ſun dra ws the main, 
With the earth we are all in'aclaſs; 

Then enliven the clay, let us live while we may, 
And. I' ſtand by my friend and my glaſs. 


"Tis friendſhip and wine only life can reſine: 
We care not what e'er comes to paſs, (men; 
With courtiers or great mea, there's none of us {tate- 
Come here sto our friend and our glaſs, 


A Wayward Wirk. 


A my ſon, you little know 

The ſorrows that from wedlock flow 

| Farewel to every day of eaſe, : 

When you have got a wife to pleaſe, ; 
- Sae hide you yet, and bide you yet, 
Je little ken what's to betide you yet, 
The half of that will gain ye yet, 

if a way ward wife obtain r 


Vour experience is but ſmall, 
As yet you've met with little thrall 155 RY 
The black cow on your feet ne%er tro, 
Which, Sars you fing alang the and. * T3 e 
Se bide | ou Vet, Ke.. —_— 


, 
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Sometimes the rock, ſometimes the reel, 

Or ſome piece of the ſpinning wheel, 

She will drive at you with good will, 

And then ſhe'll ſend you to the de'il. 
Sae bide you yet, &c, | 


When I, like you was young and free, 

J valu'd not the proudeſt ſhe ; 

Like you I vainly boaſted then, 

That men alone were born to reign, 
But bide you yet, &. 


Great Hercules and Samſon too, 

Were ſtronger men than + or you, 

Yet they were baffled by their dears, 

And felt the diſtaff and the ſheers. 
Sae bide you yet, &c, 


Stout gates of braſs, and well-built walls, 
Are proof 'gainſt ſwords and cannon-balls, 
But nought is found by ſea or land, 
That can a wayward wife withſtand 

Sae bide you yet, & c. 


GUARDIAN ANGELS. 


(0 UARDIAN angels, now protect me! 
7 | 


Send to me the youth I love! 


Cupid with thy bow direct me; 


Help me all ye powers above. 
Bear him my fighs, ye gentle breezes ! 
Tell him I love and 1 deſpair ; 
Tell him for him I grieve, 
Say tis for him I Jive, 
O! may the ſhepherd be ſincere ! 


Thro' the ſhady groves Vl wander, 
Silent as the bird of night; 
Near the brink of yonder fountain, 

Where he oft has bleſt my ſight; 
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Witneſs ye proves, and falls of water 
Echoes repeat the vows he ſwore : 

Can he forget me ? 
Will he neglect me? 
Shall I never ſce him more ? 


— 


Does he love, and yet forſake me 
To admire a nymph more fair? 
If *tis ſo I'll wear the willow, 
And eſteem the happy pair. 
Some lonely cave Ill make my dwelling, 
Nor more the care: of life purſue, 
The lark and philomel 
Only ſhall hear me tell 
What makes me bid the world adieu. 


_ RvrEe BRITANNIA. 


HEN Britain firſt, 4 Heaven's command, 
Aroſe from out the aaure main, 
This was the charter, the charter of the land, 
And guardian angels ſung the ſtrain ; 
Rule Britannia, Britannia rule the waves; 
For Britons never will be ſlaves. 


The nations, not ſo bleſt as thee, 
Muſt in their turn to tyrants fall; 


' Whilſt thou ſhalt flouriſh, ſhalt flouriſh great and ho 


The dread and envy of them all? 
Rule Britannia, &c. | 


Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, 
More dreadful from each foreign ſtroke, 
As the loud blaſt that tears the ſkies, 
Serves but to root thy native oak. 

Rule Britannia, &c. 


Thee haughty tyrants ne'er ſhall tame, 
All their attempts to bend thee down; 


Will bat arouſe, but arouſe thy gen' rous flame, | 


And work their woe and thy renown, 
Rele Britannia, &c. 
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So flies 
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To thee belongs the rural reign, 
Chy cities ſhall with commerce ſhine, 
All thine ſhall be, ſhall be the ſubje& main, 
And every ſhore it circles thine. 
Rule Britannia, &c, 


The Muſes, ſtill with freedom found, 
Shall to thy happy coaſt repair: 
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(crown'd, 


Bleſt ifle! with beanties, with matchleſs beauties 


And manly heart to guard the Fair. 
Rule Britannia, &c, 


 Prarto's ADVICE. 


Ays Plato, why ſhould man be vain ? © 


Since bounteous heav'n hath made him great? 


Why look with inſolent diſdain 

On thoſe undeck'd with wealth or ſtate ? 
Can coſtly robes, or beds of down, 

Or all the gems that deck the fair; 
Can all the glories of a crown 

Give health, or eaſe the brow of care? 


The ſcepter'd king, the burden'd ſlave, 
The humble and the haughty die; 

The rich, the poor, the baſe, the brave, 

In duſt, without diſtinction lie. 

Go ſearch the tombs where monarchs reſt, 

Who once the greateſt titles wore, 

Of wealth and glory they're bereft, . 

And all their honours are no more. 


So flies the meteor thro” the ikies, 
And ſpreads along a gilded train ; 

hen ſhot—'tis gone; its beauty dies, 
Diſſolves to common air again. 
So 'tis with us, my jovial ſouls,— 

Let friendſhip reign, while here we ſtay : : 
et's crown our joy with flowing bowls; 
When Jove commands = mult obey. 


The 
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| The Country Wedding. 
| | 1 haſte to the wedding, ye friends and 2 


| neighbours, | 
The lovers their bliſs can no longer delay : 
| Forget all your ſorrows, your cares, and your labours, 
And let every heart beat with rapture to-day. 
Ye votaries all, attend to my call, 


$ Come revel in pleaſures that never can cloy ; 
F Come fee rural felicity, | W 
1 Which love and innocence ever enjoy. 7 
[ | Come ſee, &c. | | 5 
| | Let envy, let pride, let hate and ambition, 
II Still crowd to, and beat at the breaſt of the great; ; 
To ſuch wretched paſſions we give no admiſſion, Jus 
Ii But leave them alone to the wiſe ones of ſtate. If t 
Bi We boaſt of no wealth but contentment and health, Ane 
FE In mirth and in friendſhip our momentsemplo 
Fn | | 72 S 
1 Come ſee, &c, Wh 
= Withreaſon we taſte of each heart-ſtirring pleaſure ; Anc 
With reaſon we drink of the full flowing bowl, Nev 
F Are jocund and pay, but all wittin meaſure, 3 
Is For fatal exceſs will enſlare the free ſoul. Th 
F Then come at our bidding to this happy wedding, F 
4 | No care ſhall obtrude Here our bliſs to annoy, Oda 
7 Come ſee, &c. | 8 


The Jolly Provonuax. 


| A I was a walking one morning in the Spring, 
_. I heard a jolly ploughman ſo [weetly to ſing; 
| As he was a ſinging, theſe words he did ſay, (May. 
No ſiſe is like the ploughman's this merry month of 


The lark in the morning ſhe riſes from her neſt, 
And mounts in the air with the dew on her breaſt, 
And with the jolly ploughman ſhe I! whiſtle end ſhe'll 4 

And at night ſhe'll return to her neſt back again. (nf, 3 
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Aud lumps of yellow batter, 
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If you walk in the fields any plezſure for to find, 

You will ſee what the ploughman enjoys in his mind, 
The corn he ſees growing, and flow'rs they do ſpring, 
And the ploughman's as happy as a prince or a king, 


When his day's werk is done that he has to do, 
Perhaps to ſome country wake he will go, 
There with a ſweet laſs he'll dance and he'll ſing, 
And at night he'il return with bis laſs back again. 


And as they return from the wake to the town, 

Where the meadows are mow'd and the graſs is cut 
9 5 down; 

If they chance for to tumble amongſt the green hay, 

Come kiſs me now or never, the damſel will ſaß. 


Then he riſes next mornitg to follow his plough, 
Juſt like a Jolly ploughman fo neat and ſo true, 


If be kiſs a pretty girl he'll make her his wife, F 5 Þ 
And ſhe loves her jolly ploughman as dear as her life- 


Says Molly to Dolly, let's away to the wake, (cakes Þ 
Where the Ploughboys will treat us with beer, ale and 
And if in coming home they ſhould gain their own ends, 


Never fear but they'll marry us to make us amends. 


There's Moliy and Dolly, there's Nelly and Sue, 
There's young Ralph and Billy, and young Tommy 
Each lad takes his iafs to the wake or the fair, (too, 
Odd rooks, they look rarely, I vow and declare. 


Merry may the Maid Be, 
Mur may the maid be 
That marries the miller, 
For foul day and fair day, 
He's ay bringing till her, 
Has ay a penny in his purſe 
For dinner and for {uppers 
And, gin ſhe pleaſe, a good fat cheeſe, 
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To ſuch wretched paſſions we give no admiſſion, 


Are jocund and gay, but all witttin meaſure, 


As he was a ſinging, theſe words he did ſay, (May. 


And mounts in the air with the dew on her breaſt, 
And with the jolly ploughman ſhe'i! whillle and ſhe'}l A 
And lat night ſhe'll return to her neſt back again. (eos e 


E 
8 . * * L * 5 
. 2. * 


* 
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The Country Wedding. . Thi 


1 haſte to the wedding, ye friends and ye =_ 
5 bers, 8 | \ 
The lovers their bliſs can no longer delay: Per 
Forget all your ſorrows, your cares, and your labours, M The 
And let every heart beat with rapture to-day. Anc 

Ye votaries all, attend to my call, 
Come revel in pleaſures that never can cloy ; WT. 


Come ſee rural felicity, | | 
Which love and innocence ever enjoy. 
Come ſee, &c. : 


Let envy, let pride, let hate and ambition, 
Still crowd to, and beat at the breaſt of the great; 


But leave them alone to the wiſe ones of ſtate. 
We boaſt of no wealth but contentment and health, 
In mirth and in friendſhip our moments employ, 
Come ſte, &c, 


With reaſon we taſte of each heart-ſtirring pleaſure ; 
With reaſon we drink of the full flowing bowl, 


For fatal exceſs will enſlave the free ſoul. 
Then come at our bidding to this happy wedding, 
No care ſhi]! obtrude Here our bliſs to annoy, 
Come lee, &e. ty 


The Jolly PLoUuGH MAN» 


A® I was a walking one morning in the Spring, 
I heard a jolly ploughman ſo ſweetly to ſing ; 


No lite is like the ploughman's this merry month of 
The lark in the morning ſhe riſes from ker neſt, 
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If you walk in the fields any pleaſure for to find, 
You will ſee what the ploughman enjoys in his mind, 
The corn he ſees growing, and flow'rs they do ſpriog, 94 
And the ploughman s as happy as a prince or a king. 


When his day's work is done that he has to do, 
Perhaps to ſome country wake he will po, 
There with a ſweet laſs he'll dance and he']] ſing, 
And at night he'il return with bis laſs back again. 


And as they return from the wake to the town, 

Where the meadows are mow'd and the graſs is cut 
down; 

If they chance for to tumble amongſt the green hay, 

Come kiſs me now or hover, the damſel will ſay. 


Then he riſes next mornitg to follow his plough, 
Juſt like a Jolly ploughman ſo neat and ſo true, 8 
If he kiſs a pretty girl he'll make her his wife, 7 8 
And ſhe loves her jolly ploughman as dear as her lifes | 


* Says Molly to Dolly, let's away to the wake, (cakes 
Where the Ploughboys will treat us with beer, ale and 
And if in coming home they ſhould gain their own ends, 
Never fear but they'll marry us to make us amends. | 


There's Moliy and Dolly, there's Nelly and Sue, 

* There's young Ralph and Bilty, and young Tommy 
Each lad takes his lafs to the wake or the fair, (too, 

Odd rooks, they look rarely, I vow and declare. 


5 Merry may the Maid Be, 
Ve may the maid be 


That marries the miller, 
For foul day and fair day, 
He's ay briaging till her, 
is ay a penny in his purſe 
For digner and for {upper s 
11 And, gin ſhe pleaſe, a good fat cheeſe, 
And lumps of yellow butter. 
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When Jamie firſt did woo me, 
I ſpeir'd what was his calling; 


Fair maid, ſays he, O come and . 


You're welcome to my dwelling : 
Though I was ſhy, yet I could ſpy 
The truth of what he told me, 
And that his houſe was warm and couth, 
And room in it to hold me, 


Behind the door a bag of meal, 
And in the kiſt was plenty 


Of good hard cakes, his mither —_ 


And bannocks were na ſcanty ; 
A good fat ſow, a fleeky cow 
Was ſtanding in the byre; 


Whilft lazy puſs, with mealy mouſe, 


Was playipg at the fire, 


; . Good ſigus are theſe, my mither ae, | 


And bids me tak the miller; 


For ſoul day, and fair day, 


He's ay bringing till ber; 


For meal and malt ſhe does na want, 


Nor ony thing that's dainty ; 


And now and then a keckling hen, 


To lay her eggs in plenty. 


12 winter when the wif! and rain, | 


Blas o'er the barn and byre, 
The miller on a good hairth ſtain, 


ihe Before a rantin fire; 


"He fits and cracks, and tells bis tale, 
O'er ale that is right nappy: 

Who'd be a queen, that gawdy thing, 
When - miller's wife ſae happy. 


3 your auld Cloak about you, 


'N winter when the rein rain'd cauld, 
And froſt and ſnaw on itka hill, 
Ard Roreas, wi” bis blaſts ſae bauld, 


* n threat: Ts a bur kye to kill: 


* TT» 


* 


Then Bell my wife, wha lo'es nae ſtrifs, 
She ſaid to me right haſtily, | 

Get up, goodman, fave Crominy's life, 

Aud tak” your auld cloak avout you. 


O Bell, why dot thou flyte and ſcorn ? 
Thou kentt my cloak is very hin: 
It is ſo bare and over worn, 
A cricket thereon cannot rin: 
Then "il nae langer borrow nor lend 
For ance I'll new apparel'd be, 
To-morrow I'll to town and ſpend, 
For l'Il have a new cloak about me- 


My Crommie is an uſeful cow, 

And ſhe is come of a good kind $ 
Aft has ſhe wet the bairns mou, 

And I am laith that ſhe ſhou'd tyne z 
Get up, goodman, it is fou time, 

The ſun ſhines in the lift fac hie 
Sloth never made a gracious end,. 

Gae tak' your auld-cloak about ye. 


My cloak was anes a good grey cloak, 
When it was fitting for my wear; 
But now it's {cantly worth a groat, 
For I have worn't this thirty year; 
Lei's ſpend the gear that we have won; 
We little ken the day we'll die 
Then 171 be proud, ſince 1 have ſworm: 
Jo have a new cloak about me. 


In days when our king Robert rang, 
His trews they coſt but ha'f-a-crownsg. 
He ſaid they were a groat o'er dear, 
Aud ca'd the taylor thief and-lown x 
He was the king that wore a crown, 
And thou'rt a man of laigh degree; 
*Tis pride puts a' the country down, 
Sac tak thy auld cloak about thees 
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Every land has its ain n 8 Y 
| Ik kind of corn bas! its ain bool; 
I think the warld's a' run wrang No! 
When ilka wife ber man wad rule No 
Do you not ſee Rob, Jock, and Hab, 2 
As they are girded gallantlie, Let 


While 1 fit hurkling in the aſe; 


I'll have a new cloak about me. 1 
Goodman, I wat its thirty years | The 
5 Since we did ane anither ken, | Tin 
And we have had, between us twa, I 
Of lads and bonny lafles ten; Let 
Now they are women grown and men, | 
=» I with and pray we'll may they be; 
| And. if you'd prove a good huſband, 
4 E'n tak? your auld cloak about you. | 
Bell, my wiſe, ſhe Ho'es nae ſtrife, 8 
B But ſhe wad guide me, if ſhe can; - 
And, to maintain an eaſy life, I'm 
| 1 aft mann yield, tho” I'm goodmans 5 1 


Novght's to be win at woman's hand, 
Unlefs ye pie her a' the plea: 8 
Then l' [Sh aff where J began, 1 car 
And tak wy auld cloak about me. 


Not 

The Jolly Mes can. Nor 

Not 

Hens was a-jolly miller once liv'd on the river | Neil 


1 Dee, > (blitbe as he, | 
Ee Sand d and ſung from morn to night, no lark ſo Not 
And thus the burthen of his ſong for ever us'd to be, 

1 care for nobody, no not J, if nobody cares for me. Not 


1 live by- my mill, God bleſs her! ! ſhe” 8 kindred, Neitt 
did, and wiſe, IP 
&F JF would not change my ſtation for any other in Ve 3. Not 1 
Na lawyer, ſur geou, or doctor, e er had a rot frara Not t 
„„ 
© Peare for nobody, 1 no rot 1, Gnce nobody cares s for 8 
1 J When 
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When ſpring begins its merry career, oh! how his 
heart grows gay, (decay; 

No ſummer's droughtalarms his fears, nor winters cold 

No forefight mars the miller's joy, who's wont to ſing 

| and ſay, ö | (day. 

Let others toil from year to year, I live from day to 


Thus, like the miller, bold and free, let us rejoice 
and ſing, (the wing; 

The days of youth are made for glee, and time is on 
This ſong ſhall pals from me to thee, along the jovial 
ring, (King, 

Let heart and voice and all agree, to ſay, long live the 


A tlio to my Mix p. 


| Ince wedlock's in vogue, aud ſtale virgins defiie'd, | 


To all batchelor' s, greeting, theſe lines are pre- 
mis'd ; 
I'm a maid that would marry—oh ! could ! but And 
I care not for fortune—a man to my mind. 
A man to my mind, 
A A man to my mind. 
I care not for fortune—a man te my ind. 


Not the fair feather'd fop, fond of faſhion ad dreſs; 


Nor the *ſquire, that can reliſh no joys but the chace; 


Not the free thinking rake, whom no morals can biad, 
Neither this, that, nor the mere s$ the man to my mind. 


Not the ruddy · fac'd ſot, who tops world without end; 

Not the'drone, that can't relith his bottle and friend; 

Not the foo; that's too fond; nor r the churl, that's 
unkind ; 

Neither this, &c. 


Not the rich with Full bags, without breeding « or me- 
Not the fluſh, that's all Fury, without any ſpirit ; (ritz, - # 
Not the fine Mr Fribble, the ſcorn of mankind z * >. 
Neither this, 8c. + 
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Tat ev'ry true and loyal ſoul 
FE: May drink and ſing, without * 


5 mighty Bacchus, ſhalt thou be, 
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You 

But the youth, whom good ſenſe and good nature in⸗ vw 
ipike, p | (mire; This 

Whom the rave mult eſtee n, and the fair ſhouid ad- W 
Jn whole neart love and truth are with noneur con- Your 
join'd, > Ar 

This, nie, and no other's the man to my mind. _ 
| | 
8 0 N 8. a” | 

e 

8 jolly Bacchus, god of wine, Tis | 
Crown this night with pleaſure ; Yo 
Let none at cares of life repine, And! 
To deſtroy our pleaſure: Th 
Fill up rhe mighty, ſparkling bowl, It id 


To ſupport eur pleaſure. 


Guardian to our pleaſure, | 
That, under thy protection, we. '- 
May enjoy new pleaſure : 
And as the hours glide away, | 
We'll in thy name invoke their ſtay, 
And fing thy praiſes, that we may 
Live and die with pleaſure. - 


A New Sons. 


Vos ſeamen that croſs o'er the mais, 
1 And think to gain riches thereby, 
Keep your ſenſes from. going aſtray, 

And Venus and Cupid defy; 

No, nor der your great Dæmon prevail, 

Nor the e pet ton to whom he will ſend, 

For when married your frolicks will Fall, 


00) foo e s all at an end, Fal, la, Kc. 
r "You 
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You may all of pleaſure partake | 
When that you live ſingle and looſe, 
This happineſs you mult forſake, 
When link'd to a married man's nooſe: - 
our wife will your frolicks oppoſe _ 
: And cloſe to your ears ſhe will tend, 
And then, in ſpite of your noſe, F 
Your galloping's all at an end. al. &e. 


The neighbours and goſſips come in, 
Perhaps the young wife is with child, 
Tis whether a girl or a boy, 
You mult forbear to be wild, 
And Jay up more money in ſtore, 
The neighbours and goſſi ps to tend, 
It is time your old tricks to give o'er - 
When your galloping's all at an end, (al, &e. 


And when you have chriftened your ſon, 
And run upon tick for the charge, 
The neighbours and goſſips come in, 
That made your expences ſo large; 
You mult ſay nothing at all about this, _ 
But be pleas'd for what God does you ſend, 
And ſay there is nothing amiſs ns 
But my galloping's all at an end, (Fal, &c. 


If I had but time to write down | 
The tricks that belong to a wife, 1 
Not all the paper in town, ; 
Would hold the contention and ſtrife, 
The whimſical tricks they have got, 
When cloſe to your ears they will tend, 
They*ll make him a fool or a fot, | . 
When his galloping's all at an end. Tal, & e. 


The paso xk's Welcome, 


7 EI cok, welcome, brother debtor, 
; 170 this poor but merry place, 


OY 0 y a N K 
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Where no Bailiff, Dun; nor Setter, 
Dare to ſhow their frightful face: 
But, kind Sir, as you're a ſtranger, 
Don your garniſh you muft lay, 


_ Elſe your coat will be in danger; | \ bag | 
You mult either {trip or pay. | | Fn 
Ne'er repine at your confinement ds 
From your children, or your wife; 1 f 
Wiſdom lies in true reſignment, A 
Through the various ſcenes of life, g 
Scorn to ſhew the leaſt reſentment, | wen F* 
Though beneath the frowns of Fate; ; nd (ev 
Knaves and beggars find contentment, An 
Fears and cares attend the great. | bad th 
Though our creditors are ſpiteful, 0 2 ) 
And retain our bodies here, 8 
Uſe will make a goal delightfal, therle 
Since we've nothing elſe to fear; nd nor 
Every iſland's r a priſon, - \ Ani 
Strongly guarded by the fea ; 
Kings — princes, for that reaſon, * _ 
Pris'ners are as well as we. Ane 
Pray, what made great Alexander ; o Pim! 
Weep at his unfriendly fate? ith evi 
Twzs becauſe he could not wander 
Beyond the world's Tong priſon- gate: And 
For the world is alſo bounded 6 | 
By the heavens and ſtars above: 1 bay 
Why ſhould we then be confounded, h a © 
Since there's nothing free but Love? And 
| | - ſhai 
| X 5 | t 
The Jovial BEGOAR. 8 
= "FR ERE was a jovial beggar, he had a wooden. leg Wh 
L. Was lame from his cradle, and forced for to beg. e wit 
And a begging we will go we'll go, we'll go, we il g Prov. 


And 


MP 
2 
2 þ »* * 


Aud a begging we will go. 


6 


—— — 
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bag for my oat meal, another for my rye; | in 
little bottle by my ide, to drink when I am ory 
And a begging, &c. # 


bag for my beef, and another for my ſalt. if 
\ little pair of crutches, to ſhew how I can halt. 'F 
And a begging, &c. 4 


bag for my bread, and another for my cheeſe ; 


little dog to follow me, and gather what Y leave, 
And a begging, &c. 


2 Xo thy 
. 


ven years I ſerved my good old Mr Wild, | 
nd (even years I begged, when I was but a child, | 
And a begging, &c. | 


had the pretty knack for to whinge and to cry 
y the young, and by the old, much pitied was on 
And a begging, c. 


atherleſs, and motherleſs, was always my complaint, 
nd gone that ever ſaw me but took me for a faint, 
And a begging, &c. 


Ibegped for my maſter, and got him ſtore of pelf; 
it Jove now be praiſed I do beg for * 
And a begging, &c. 


o Pimlico's we'll go, where we will merry be, 
ith every man a cann in's hand, and a wench upon 
his knee. 

And a begging, &c. 


hen we are thus diſpoſed, we tumble on the N 5 


ith a long patched coat, for to hide a bonny laſs. 
And a begging, &c. 


we ſhall get a brat or twa, we learn them our trade; 


d they'll ſupport, like gentle folk, their . 
| and their dad. 


When a begging they do go, &c. 


ve within a hollow tree, and there I pay no rent; 
Providence provides for me, and I am well content. | 
And a begging, &cs | 


I fear 


— 


eg 
eg. 
70; 
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I fear no plots againſt me, but live in open cell, The 
Then who would be a king, — a beggar lives „ * 
well, And 

And a begging, c. 
: Rem 
O Bonny Laſs will you ly in a Barrack. 8 


O0 Bonny laſs will you lie in a barrack, 
And marry a ſoger and carry his wallet ? 
Yes I will go, and think no more on it, 
I'll marry my Harry and carry his wallet ; 
Pl neither aſk leave of my minny or daddy, 
But off aud away with my ſoger laddie. 


O bonn laſs will you go a campaigning ? 
Will ye ſuffer the hardſhips of danger and famine ?! 
When fainting and bleeding, O cou'd you draw nei 
x Go 
And kindly ſupport me, and tenderly chear me? 


O yes I will go, tho! thoſe evils you mention, 
And twenty times more if ye had the inventien ; V/ 


Neither hunger, nor cold, nor dangers alarm me, At br. 
While I have my ſoger, my deareſt, to charm me. A 
His do 

The Broad Swords of Scotland. And 

| | . | And at 

HEN our valiant anceſtors did land in this I: Tha! 
Brave Fergus commanded, and vict'ry di He was 

ſmile ; ſoil His} 


With their broad ſwords in hand they well clear d ib 
O the broad ſwords of Old Scotland, 
And O'the Old Scottiſh broad ſwords. 


= The Romans, the Pits, and the Old Britons too, 
"Ds, by fraud, and by guile, did attempt to ſubdue ;- 

4 8 ſchemes prov'd abortive, * we did pront 

5 true, 


85 5 ts 4; 0 the broad * c. | He we 


r 1 


— 


© * 
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Tho? ſome factious nobles, ts ſerve their own end, 

Would join with the Engliſh, themſelves to befriend, 

And what we loſt at firſt, they did loſe in the end. 
O the broad ſwords, &c, 


Remember brave Wallace, who boldly did play; 

Bruce at Bannockburn —what a glorious day! 

The flowers of Old England our heroes did ſlay. 
O the broad ſwords, &c. 


See Edward their king take his heels in a fright, 

Nor e'er look behind, but in Berwick alight; 

In an old fiſhing-boat he bade Scotland good - night. 
O the broad ſwords, &c. 8 


Our Scottiſh anceſtors were valiant and bold, 

In learning ne'er beat, nor in battle eontroul'd: 

But now— ſhall I name it ?—alas! we're all ſold: 
O the broad ſwords, & c. x 


W1LLY was a wanton Wag, 


WII was 2 wanton wag | 
The blytheſt lad that e'er I ſaw, 

At bridals ſtill he bore the brag, 

And carried ay the gree awa : 
His doublet was of Zetland ſhag, 

And vow ! but Willy he was braw, | 1 
And at his ſhoulder hang a tag, 

That pleas'd the laſſes beſt of a'. 


He was a man without a clag, 

His heart was frank without a flaw ; 
And ay whatever Willy ſaid, 

It was (till hadden as a law. 
Nis boots they were made of the jag, 

When he went to the weapon-ſhaw, 
Upon the green nane durſt him brag, 
The fiend a ane amangſt them a'. 


Ind was not Willy well worth powd? - 
He wan the love of great and ſma ; 


|. Or, Jenty, Im undone. 
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For after he the bride had biſs'd, 
He kiſs'd the laſſes hale-ſale a.. 
Sae merrily, round the ring they row'd, 
When be the hand he led them a7, p 
And ſmack on ſmack on them beſtow'd, 
By virtue of a ſtanding law, 


And was nae Willy a great Jown, 

As ſhyre a lick as e'er was ſeen ? 
When he danc'd with the laſſes round, 

The bridegroom ſpeer'd where he had been. 
Quoth Willy, I've been at the ring, 

With bobbing, faith, my ſhanks are ſair; 
Gae ca' your bride and maidens in, 
For Willy he dow do nae mair. 


| Then reſt 5e, Willy. Pl gae out, | IN 


And for a wee fill up the ring. £ 
But, ſhame light on his ſouple ſnont, Ma; 
He wanted Willy's wanton fling. e . 
Then ſtraight he to the bride did fary A ay in 
Say 's, Well's me on your bonny face, | 
Wich bobbing Willy's ſhanks are fair, | I li 
And I am come out to fill his place. A 
er v 
Bridegroom, ſhe ſays, you'll ſpoil the dance, The l. 
And at the ring you'll ay be lag, / 
Unleſs, like Willy, ye advance; 
(O! Willy has a wanton leg) ; He 
For wi't he learns us a' to ſteer, He fa 
And foremoſt ay bears up the ring: My Bi 
„We will find nae fic dancing here, And th 
If we want Willy's wanton fling. A 
55 | 7 I fat 
The Serious LOVER. 3 
ELIE VER my ſighs, my tears, my dear, "we 


#: Believe the heart you have won, 
Believe my vows to you ſincere, 


70 
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You ſay, I'm fickle, and apt to change 

At every face that's news | 
Of all the girls I ever ſaw, 

I ne'er lov'd one but you. 


My heart was like a lump of ice, 
Till warm'd by your bright eye; 

And then it kindled in a trice, 
A flame that ne'er can die. 

Then take and try me, you ſhall find 
That I've a heart that's true ; 


Of all the girls I ever ſaw, 


I ne'er loy'd one like you, 


The Young Woman's Wiſh, 


T was down in yon meadow where ſweet vi'lets 
[ (py'd a pretty maid a milking her cow, (grow, 


99 


And the ſong that ſhe did ling made all the groves to 


Saying, Billy is going for to ſerve the king. 


And ſhe ſung, &c, 


He ſtepped up to her and made this reply, 
He ſaid my dear Polly what makes thee te cry? 


My Billy has left me that J love ſo dear, 


(ring, 
She ſung, I with the wars were all over, | 
I liſtned a while to hear what it could be, 

That made the birds whiſtle on every green tree, 
Her voice far excelled the nightingales note, 
The lark and ſweet Iinnet did warble ia her throat, 


And the French dogs will Kill him I greatly do fear. 


And (he ſung, &c. 


I ſaid, pretty Nancy, can you fancy me? 
Iii make you as happy, as happy can be: 
No, no! reply'd ſhe, that never can be, 
For I never will marry till Billy I ſee. - 

And ſhe ſung, &c. | 


Now with my parents no longer PI ſtay, 
I will dreſs mylelf in ſome young man's array, 
| NY 


I 2 
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And like a bold ſailor ſo neat and ſo trim, 

I'V-thip myſelf off for to ſerve the king. | 
And ſhe ſung, &c. | | Since 


Now to ſome taylor I'll haſten away, 1 
And dreſs myſelf up in a habit ſo gay, 
For he often times told me he'd make me his wife, Tho? 
And for his ſweet ſake I will venture my life, ] 


And ſhe ſung, &c, 


Maccyv's Lamentations 


IJ EY the bonny Jockey, 
c Leaves the muckle Maggy, 


Honour calls to arms, I muſt away, 
Fill your flowing glaſſes, 

PFarewel bonny laſſes, 

For no longer with you I can ſtay. 


What! wilt thou go my Jockey? 
Wilt thou leave thy Maggy 
Here behind in ſorrow to complain! 
Honour and promotion, | 
Ils but a filly notion, 
© Jockey never croſs the raging main. 


Jockey never leave me, 

For it much doth grieve me ; 
Stay at home within thy native land, 
Let them go my honey, 


Return 


Who have no friends nor money, Tor 
Jockey you have all things at command, w_ 
What, muſt I ſpend my pleaſure, lad fic 
All my youth and treaſure ? | Whe 
And in my ancient days be forc'd to rove ? 
No; I'll line my britches Such fo 
With great ſtore of riches, | My f 
And return to you again my love. 50 fo 
Ah my conſtant Jockey, hy _ | 
Can you leave your Maggy 


All f 
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Do you thus requite me! 
Well the world may flight me: 
Since dear Jockey you will from me go. 


Maggy leave your pleading, 
It is wrong proceeding ; 
The? I love you, alas! it is in vain: 
I muſt prefer before thee 
Honour fame and plory, 
Which calls me to crofs the raging mains 


It is not flowing plaſles, 
Nor deluding laſſes, 
hall my unblemiſh'd honour ſtain: 
For while cannons thunder, 
| I'll get ſtore of plunder, 
And return to you my love again. 


Whilſt you are on the billows, 
I am on the willows, 
enting forth my heavy grief and moan, 
Whilſt Jockey lies a ſleeping, 
Maggy lies a weeping, 
Iways wiſhing for your ſafe return, 


THE BIRD. 


FH bird that hears her neſtling cry, 
L And flies abroad for food, 
Returns impatient thro' the ſky, 
To nurſe the callow brood : 
he tender mother knows no joy, 
But bodes a thouſand harms ; 
and ſickens for the darling boy, 
When abſent from her arms. 


\; 


1 


* # 
of 
: 


Such fondneſs with impatience join'd 
My faichful boſom fires ; 
Now forc'd to leave my fair behind, 
The queen of my defires: 
he pow'rs of verſe too languid prove, 
All ſimiles are vain, 


— fon — — — — — 
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To ſhew how ardently I love, 
Or to relieve my pain. 


The ſaint with fervent zeal inſpir'd, 
For keav'n and jay divine; 

The ſaint is not with rapture fir'd, 
More pure, more warm than mines 

I take what liberty I dare, 
> Twere impious to ſay more; 

Convey my longings to the fair. 

The gaddeſs I adore. 


The Green GarTaERS, 
| | . IJ 
T7 Dublin there lives a young man, it is ſpoken, 
He's very well known by the way of his token ; 
He courted fix girls, all friends and acquaintance, 
So well as he's ſhown them the way to repentence, 
Fal, lal, & c. J 


He has gone about young maids for to cozen, . 

| He's got five with child out of the half dazen, (kindly, 
He's bought them green garters which they took moſt 
And under their borders he's fix'd them molt finely. 
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Now be has plac'd them all round a large table, 
Put two and two together as well's he was able, 
So cunningly placed himſelf in the middle, 
_ Cries, Hey, bonny laſs can you read me a riddle. 


The laſs he lov'd beſt, excell'd all the reſt, 

| By the courteſy he gave her, but here lies the jeſt, 
With the glaſs in his hand, he cry'd, I'm no ſtarter, 
Here's a health to the bonny laſs with the green garter: 


O ſays Miſs Molly, Tis me he does admire, 
No ſays Miſs Jeany, I'll make you a liar: 
So ſtretching their legs all out in due order, 
There was green garters fix'd under each border. 


| O ſay. Miſs Molly, that I may embrace him, 
Jays Mit Jeany, that I may diſgrace him, 


» wy * 
— * 
* * 


bs 
= 
* 
1 
„ 
7 
8 
! 
l 
k 
i 
[ 
* 
4 
"+ 
27 
2 


e 


' 


— Oo oO er ence — I 
—— 8 — — 


\ 


o 


1 — —e— — —— —— ᷑ͥ > . 22 ꝓ6 
* — g — * 


_—_ 


= _ ny —— — — — — — — —ů— —— . —— ̃ wP «%3 f 


OF CHOICE SONGS 103 
O ſays Miſs Betty, I'm eaſy about bim: 
D ſays Miſs Tibby, we'll all go without him, 


Before that he goes, we']l ſtrip him and vex him, 
For ſerving us ſo, we'll ſorely perplex bim; 

So baſe a deceiver, delights for to ruin, 

Poor innocent girls, and prove their undoing, , 


The one took his wig, the other his beaver, 

The third took his coat, and call'd him deceiver z 
The fourth took his veſt, the fifth took his britches, 
he pox take them all for a pareel of b. | 


| And now for to make an end of all jokings, (ings; 

They've taken from him both his ſhees and his ſtock» | 

Ard as they drank round, cry'd, O couſin Arthur! | 

Will ye ſport any more with your bonny green garter? | 
| Fal, 1a), &c. f 


The Jolly Wood - Cutter, | 


ER B's a health to the jolly wood-cutter, 
Who lives at home at his eaſe, 
e goes to bed when he thinks fit, | 
He riſes when he doth pleaſe. | 
He takes his wreath and he winds it, | 
He lays it on the ground, 
He takes his faggot and binds it, 
Drink round, brave beys, drink round, 
Drink round, drink round, till it comes to me, (be, 
he longer we ſit here to drink, the merrier we ſhall | 


3 — 
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CoLtin's Ambition. N 


1 
ex: 


QTnce times are ſo bad, I muſt tell thee feet - heart, 

I'm thinking to leave off my plough and my cart; 

nto the great City a journey I'll go, 4 
To better my fortune as other folks do. 


© what do you mean ?—To make my ſhoes clean, 
Ind foot it to court with the king and the queen; 
Where ſhowing my parts, I preferments will win. 

roth, Colin, twere better thou'lt plow and I'll ſpin. 
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Will nothing prefer me? what think'ft chow the 
| aw 2— $f {+4 
Oh! while you live, Colin, keep out of their paw, | 
IIIleant and I'll pray: There is nought got that way, | 
There is nobody minds what theſe black gentry ſay. | 


For ſome from ditches, and courſe leather britches, | 

\ Have been rais'd to be rulers, and wallowed in riches; | 

Dome ceaſe from thy wheel, if the gypſies dont ly, 

1 ſhall be a governor too or I die. 

- Suppoſe I turn gameſter To cheat and be bang: d. 1 

What thinks thou the road then ?—The bighway to 

3 - 12" *ebavg'd; 4 

Det all our whole care be the farming affair, < : 
To ſee our corn growing and apple trees bear, 
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oh then 4} take arms and follow alarm „ 
ant honour which now ſo plaguily charms * | 
9 And ſ loſe a leg by s ſhot or a blow, 2 
* curſe youHſelF often for leaving the plough- 
EA Now pimping, however, yields profit for life, 
5 2 III. belp ſome fine lord to another man's wife: — 


- That%s dangerous roo, among the town crew, 
- "For ſomt'of them may do the ſame thing by you: 


: Ds And then for to cuckold you 1 am brought in, | 
* Trothgoliv, twere better thou' It plow and I'll ſpin:— 
18 I take thy counſel, my lovely ſweet · heart, 

+ oy: think of ent elſe but my plough and = cart, 


reer 

ol M es: dear- brethren, I'm forc'd to comply, 

To fing,.to ſing, you might as well bid me to fly; 

5 "trve, vs a voice, ſo has the town crier, ; 

Ns Lay mine's a better, I'm ſure I'm a liar. 

: However, to pleaſe you, altho* I be hoarſc, 

H you'll-take it, like marriage, for better for worſe 
1 7 5 —— you've heard the beſt J can 
2 bort ow ad what 1 told you. Was 
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